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	1. Chapter 1

"Levi!" Drumfire's ear twitched before turning on the Valhallan's shoulder, and Hillevi blinked at the minute shift in weight, raising her head.

Astrid gave a half-hearted glare as she jogged up, Heracross buzzing worriedly around her shoulders.

"I've been looking everywhere for you!"

"Ah, sorry, Astrid…" Hillevi replied sheepishly, reaching up with one hand to smooth Stormfly's feathers. "I just wanted to see the Pokemon Daycare…"

Letting out an exasperated, fond sigh, the blonde finally turned to see what had gotten her companion's attention.

Avalon's Pokemon Daycare was much like the ones in other regions, a large wooden structure with a sign hanging over the door that proclaimed its purpose, the fence starting at the front corners and practically disappearing from sight to make a massive field for Pokemon to play in.

There were toys, inflatable pools, small huts, tree houses and more from what Astrid could see, and the visible Pokemon took advantage of the playtime with gusto.

A male Nidoran chased after a bouncy striped ball, squealing in delight, past a Psyduck lounging in one of the pools with a Corphish and a Panpour, while a trio of brightly colored Butterfree floated past, trading flowers between themselves like cards.

"Don't they look happy?" Hillevi whispered, leaning on the fence with a sigh. "I've never seen so many Pokemon in one place without their trainers…"

And it was true; having only recently been a region where everyone only had two Pokemon, Valhalla never had its own Pokemon Daycare.

The thought was strange even now, but Astrid could admit that seeing Pokemon having fun was nice.

"Would you ever leave your Pokemon here?"

Hillevi shook her head immediately, fingers ghosting over the Poke Balls at her hip as she gave a lopsided smile up at her companion, uneasy at the thought.

"No, I…I like having them all close."

Understanding softened Astrid's face, and she threaded gentle fingers with the smaller girl's, starting to smile.

"Me, too."

The moment shattered when a door slammed open, and Heracross buzzed threateningly as both whirled around to see a group of young trainers leaving the daycare, clearly frustrated about something, as a young assistant stopped on the threshold, resigned.

Concern darkened Hillevi's eyes, and she tugged Astrid along towards the door, Stormfly and Drumfire shifting uneasily on each shoulder as Heracross hovered at their backs.

"Are you alright?"

The woman, hardly older than twenty, turned to them with surprised brown eyes, loose brown tendrils falling free from her messy bun.

"Oh, I'm fine." She assured with a tired smile, unconvincing. "It's just…"

Deflating, she motioned inside, and the pair followed curiously.

The main room was rather sizable, with large windows and a heavy counter near the opposite wall, and three doors led off places the girls could only guess at.

Hillevi spotted them first, those big, sad eyes calling to her from a nest of blankets in one corner, and her heart melted.

"Those trainers were breeding some Pokemon of theirs, hoping to get a better nature or personality or something." The Daycare assistant explained, crouching down to pat at the tiny Squirtle's head as he sniffled. "These little ones didn't make the cut, I guess, so they just left them behind."

Astrid tensed, hand twitching to grab the handle of her axe as Heracross droned angrily, and Hillevi squeezed gently to keep her from chasing the group down while looking over the four baby Pokemon.

All of them were small and nervous and sad, broken-hearted; the Squirtle and Riolu sniffled back tears, leaning on each other, while the Gastly hovered almost protectively over the Pidgey that looked up at her and cooed miserably.

Toothless' ball vibrated against her skin, encouragement, and Hillevi knew what she wanted to do.

"I'll take them."

Everyone stared at her then, stunned, but the reddish-brunette was firm.

"They deserve someone who'll love them. I can do that."

The young daycare assistant brightened, as if a great weight was lifted off her shoulders, and the baby Pokemon perked up, hope shining in their eyes.

"Really? You'll take them?"

"Of course I will." Hillevi assured, crouching to smooth a hand over Riolu's twitching ears as Stormfly leaned forward to touch beaks with Pidgey and Drumfire chattered to the Gastly now whirling around their heads with a cackle. "Us runts have to stick together."

Astrid felt a surge of guilt at the reminder, and knelt on the floor by her side, Heracross waddling past his trainer to pat the Squirtle gently on the shell.

Staring at their joined hands, the blonde Valhallan scowled, grip tightening.

_She vowed to never let anyone hurt her Hillevi like that again, as long as they lived_.

_**Anyone who tried was going to meet the blade of her axe**_.


	2. Chapter 2

The day was still summer-warm, cloudless, and the water was refreshingly cool on her bare foot when Hillevi dipped it in.

Meatlug napped at her back, with Sharpshoot perched on one of her spines, a watchful sentry even as she dozed.

The grind of metal on stone was calming, familiar, as Astrid sharpened the blade of her axe to Hillevi's right, focused on her task.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang dug around in the lakeshore, chasing Krabby that they unearthed with playful nips and tripping each other up along the way as Heracross followed with a laughing little buzz.

Squirt squealed as he dove in the water, barely avoiding the spray Dewgong aimed at him with her tail, popping up a few feet away to slap his own swirled tail on the surface with a giggle.

Spike, perched on the larger Water-type's back, barked as he was sprayed a second time, ears trembling in annoyance when the Squirtle stuck his tongue out in response.

Stormfly dove past them, cottony wings skimming the water, and she trilled praise as Drumfire and Arrow followed in her wake, a bit wobbly but growing surer with every stroke of their own wings.

Trick spun after the trio of Flying-types with a cackle, purple miasma a corkscrew trail at his back as he sailed overhead, swooping under Arrow to encourage her onward.

Coiled in the air, Toothless silently watched the fledglings below, dipping his tail to offer a resting place when they finally tired, huffing when the young Gastly hovered around his face with a satisfied grin, poisonous gas a mere annoyance to the mighty Legendary.

Watching them, fingers tapping against the long line of Poke Balls on her belt, Hillevi tilted her head up towards the sun with a grin, relaxed.

Peering up for a moment, careful not to cut herself, Astrid smiled at the sight as Dratini curled around her side, blue scales shimmering from her own dip in the lake.

_Dragon Conqueror, huh?_

* * *

><p>Le Fay's Landing was full of milling students, either releasing their own Water-types swim across the lake or waiting for a Lapras to approach, while the new ones were herded by Hagrid onto the boats for the traditional first crossing.<p>

Waiting apart from the rest, Harry checked his Dex again, bringing up Hillevi's message for the third time in as many minutes.

"Where is she?" Ron wondered, fidgeting impatiently. "It's been forever!"

"It's been five minutes, Ron Weasley." Hermione chided, frowning. "Levi can't have known exactly when the train would arrive, so it's only natural that she'll be a little late."

Before the boy could say anything in return, a roar cut through the air and startled every last person on Le Fay's Landing, and Neville looked up in surprise.

"It's Toothless!"

Said shiny Legendary roared another greeting, twisting around their little group and staying in a hover just overhead, lowering his head to reveal his tiny rider and her companion.

"Hey, guys!" Hillevi greeted, practically beaming. "Need a lift?"

Ron was already scrambling to get on, much to Toothless' amusement, and the blonde girl sitting at Hillevi's back rolled her eyes before offering a hand up.

"Who's this?" Harry wondered, studying the new person curiously.

She was taller than Hillevi, lithe and strong, with a short blonde braid and guarded blue eyes, her clothes made of leather and spikes, a holster slung over one shoulder holding-

"Is that an _axe_?!"

"Yes." The blonde girl answered simply, and Hillevi flushed as she realized she had yet to introduce them.

"Right! Uh, guys, this is Astrid Hofferson, my girlfriend and kinda-bodyguard."

Even Flora's jaw dropped at that, but she was already looking towards Astrid, gesturing to each of the Gryffindors in turn.

"Astrid, this is Harry Potter, Ron Weasley, Hermione Granger, and Neville Longbottom."

The blonde Valhallan studied them silently for a few moments, every inch the intimidating Viking warrior, before something in her seemed to soften.

"Hi. It's nice to finally meet all of you."

Harry relaxed, relieved to know his friend was in safe hands, and smiled.

"Likewise."

Toothless huffed as he lowered one paw, offering it as a stepping stool.

"Now come on!" Hillevi voiced, relieved that the awkwardness was over with. "You don't want to miss the Welcoming Feast! The Clefairy are making chocolate cake!"


	3. Chapter 3

Hillevi had adjusted well over the summer to not having Sharpshoot or Meatlug with her around the castle.

Meatlug, for one, was now too big for the hallways, and Sharpshoot was only marginally better, though her tail-flame was a definite hazard to anyone who passed too close.

It became common for her to have Stormfly perched on her braid and Drumfire scanning the room from one shoulder, or Skullcrusher and Hookfang trotting at her heels, nipping at each other in mild disagreement.

Arrow was a touch more nervous, peering around at any sharp movement and ruffling her feathers, but Trick was good at distracting the Normal/Flying-type with exaggerated faces.

Squirt took great joy in spraying Spike whenever he could, to the Riolu's immense annoyance, but Hillevi had at least gotten him to stop spitting water at people.

She was _still_ apologizing to Professor Snape after the Squirtle had spurted water straight into his face during a conversation.

_Ron could not stop laughing about that one_.

Still, as far as Welcoming Feasts went, that one was better than the first.

* * *

><p>Gingerly removing her prosthetic, Hillevi lifted her head as Arrow hopped onto her opposite knee, eyeing the nearby people warily as Professor Sprout approached her flagging students.<p>

The exercise had been to run the castle's perimeter three times; if one could do a lap in under five minutes, they got their remaining laps reduced by one, but failing to do so in under ten added a lap to your total.

Having upgraded her prosthetic to make running easier, Hillevi had been more than happy for an opportunity to test her work, and Astrid was never one to turn down an excuse to train herself or her Pokemon.

Together, they managed to complete five full, official laps before the prosthetic began to cause pain, and their Pokemon went on to do twice as many, Trick and Heracross made faces at the poor souls that were forced to keep running.

A blast of Ice Shards from Dewgong was enough to dissuade them, at least, while Dratini slithered past Ron's feet and squeaked encouragement, head-fins twitching happily.

Accepting the complex system of metal and cloth, Astrid frowned at the angry red skin of her stump, the scars rubbed raw from all the movement and pressure without a layer of cloth to buffer things.

Wearing shorts may have been more practical for exercising in the heat, but there were clearly kinks in the prosthetic that needed to be ironed out.

Trick came to hover overhead, concerned, while Dewgong herded Dratini and Heracross away from the students as they collapsed on the grass with bottles of water.

Astrid swiped one, pressing the perspiring bottle to Hillevi's sensitive stump, and the reddish-brunette hissed at the sudden cold before relaxing as it eased her pain.

"Today's lesson was not just about endurance, but about a fundamental fact of life: there are no true shortcuts." Professor Sprout voiced, gathering the class' attention. "Neville here is the only one to complete the challenge I set forth-_twenty points to Gryffindor, Mister Longbottom_-, and that is because he put in the work."

As the professor began to pace, Hillevi eased her left leg into the blonde's lap, one hand reaching into her bag for a jar of salve.

"If you want to track down Pokemon, you can't cut corners. Yes, you can make things easier on yourself, like using better Poke Balls or coming up with strategies-_I'm not discouraging you from using your heads_-, but you must put in the work. Mister Longbottom decided that he would just put in his three laps instead of attempting to cut them down and be done. The rest of you tried to take advantage of a shortcut and it blew up in your face. In the fields and in the forests, that might allow a Pokemon to flee…Or put your life at risk."

After a pause, Professor Sprout turned to the Valhallans and their Pokemon, calm.

"Miss Haddock?"

Looking up from where she was rubbing the cooling mixture on her scars, Hillevi pouted as the container was taken from her and Astrid continued to administer treatment with a soft cloth.

"Yes, ma'am?"

"Would you mind sharing how you came to meet Rayquaza?"

Just like that, the entire class was focused on her, eager to learn how the tiny Viking had met a Legendary, and she flushed.

"Oh, uh…Sure, I can do that." The reddish-brunette floundered, falling quiet for a moment in order to organize her thoughts.

The Hufflepuffs and Gryffindors took the opportunity to sit facing her, like a kindergarten class at story time, while Harry, Ron, Neville and Hermione joined the Vikings, having already heard the story.

"The island I live on is more like a pile of mountains than anything." Hillevi started, trying to paint a picture as best she could. "Tiny mounds all smashed together on top of a larger hill ten times taller than Toothless is long. Instead of shorelines, we have jagged cliffs, these sharp points hundreds of feet over the ocean, and pine trees grow from one edge to the other, their roots pulling up boulders everywhere."

Looking up, as if to check that her audience was still there, she placed a gentle hand on Arrow's back for comfort.

"There was this story in Berk, about a great Dragon-type that lived in a clearing cut into the top of the highest mountain, but no one dared go up there. The forests not only had Dragon-types, but Graveler were known to make themselves at home there, pretending to be boulders. It took all day for me to hike up to Toothless' cave."

Astrid retrieved bandages from the pack, and only Harry and Hermione saw the upset look that crossed her face as she turned away.

"My hands were raw and my face was scratched up, and my feet kept slipping on the dirt…"

Her shoulders rolled back, straightening.

"But I did it. I climbed that mountain when no one else could, and I found the dragon."

A sheepish smile formed, and Hillevi ducked her head.

"Though I never thought I'd end up being friends with him, even then."

There were questions in everyone's eyes-_how the Rayquaza had reacted to her, where he had gotten that scar on his left side, about the battle that made them famous_-, but they refrained from asking under Astrid's glare.

_No one wanted to tick off a girl that carried around an axe_.

"That's exactly my point." Professor Sprout interjected, gently pulling the attention back towards her. "Miss Haddock did not just sit around a field somewhere waiting to find a powerful Pokemon. She went out and worked for it."

She pierced each and every student with a firm gaze, wanting her words to stick.

"If you want to achieve greatness, you can't expect it to just be laid in your lap."


	4. Chapter 4

Sitting down carefully, Hillevi sighed in relief as she took pressure off the prosthetic, leaning back in a boneless slump against the chair back.

Cuddled on her lap nursing a water bottle, Squirt giggled as Ron groaned in pain, slumped over the desk in a pathetic sprawl.

"I thought the first day of classes was supposed to be easy…" He muttered, voice muffled by his position. "Everybody knows that…"

"Ron, if it were up to you, we wouldn't do anything the first day of school, or the second, or the third." Hermione noted, frowning

"And if it were up to you, we'd never leave school. You'd have us taking classes all year round, without breaks, probably strap us to chairs with metal clamps holding our eyes open so we wouldn't accidentally fall asleep. Have diapers too, and feeding tubes."

"You've put an awful lot of thought into this." Harry noted, fairly impressed.

Quirking an eyebrow at the exchange between the Weasley and Granger, Astrid looked towards her fellow Viking with an amused glint in her eyes as Dratini curled around her shoulders, watching the room curiously.

Hillevi could only smile in response, reaching out to pet Spike's vibrating ears so he calmed, purring softly from his cross-legged perch on her desk.

"Neville, have you heard anything about our new Battle Instructor?" Harry wondered, bringing their attention back to the current conversation.

"You haven't heard?"

Flora barked, kicking a pencil as Harry's mouth twisted in confusion.

"Heard what?"

"I'm just saying, why do extra work when a C is good enough?" Ron questioned loudly, and Hermione's scandalized rant was interrupted by the long-awaited Battle Professor finally bursting into the room.

He was a tall, almost soft-looking man, with expensive clothes and carefully styled, almost stiff blonde hair that hardly moved when he walked.

Hillevi tilted her head, watching curiously as he eyed the class, while Astrid rolled her eyes, as visibly put off as Harry seemed to be.

"Greetings, future trainers!" The man started, throwing his bag on the main desk. "Please, I ask that you hold all your questions and requests for autographs till the end of class."

Seeing the almost awestruck expressions that took over almost the entire class, Hillevi leaned towards Neville, Squirt held securely to her stomach.

"Who's he?"

"That's Gilderoy Lockhart." The shy boy whispered back, as unimpressed as Harry. "He's a famous Tracker. Everybody's read his books."

Scrunching her nose in thought, Hillevi leaned back and studied Professor Lockhart more closely, unconvinced.

He hardly seemed the type to trek through wilderness for days on end, with only the essentials and little in the way of comforts.

Having met Jack Kenway, a family friend of sorts, she found this instructor to be sorely lacking in the strength, hardiness, and resolve necessary for tracking rare Pokemon.

Astrid clearly agreed, having already turned her attention to Dratini, who cooed happily as some itching scales were scratched loose.

"Now, from what I have gathered, you spent much of last year watching a stuttering man in a bad hat show you some mock battles and have you fire on a few targets. Bor~ing!"

As the man paced, waving his hand about, Hillevi shared a disbelieving look with Spike as the Riolu shifted to watch this strange human speak.

"Do you know how you learn best? By doing! Yes, you could spend the next six years studying every book in the library on dueling strategy and famous battles, you could research Lance Blackthorn, Drayden Arkenstone or Delia Ketchum and examine all the facets of their different battles. But let me tell you a little secret: you could do that, and you'd still lose."

Professor Lockhart threw his arms wide, ever the showman.

"Open your Battle App and select Section Three…Then delete the entire app and forget all about it!"

Hillevi felt her jaw almost hit the table at that, looking around in surprise as everyone but Harry and Neville did just that.

Even _Hermione_ deleted the app, though with great reluctance.

"In this class, we will learn by doing! We will learn through trial and error, and through self-education. I will not be teaching you, children, you will be teaching each other!" The professor boasted, pacing the aisles to point at the class in turns. "In my classroom, you will be the teachers! You and you and you! Your homework will be to aid your fellow students, and your grades will be determined by your ability to teach one another!"

Harry rolled his eyes so hard that Hillevi thought they would pop right out of his head, and Astrid glared at the dancing man, annoyed as well as unimpressed.

"You will each pair with your desk mate. You will then be assigned a chapter from your Battle App and, on your assigned day, present the information you have found to the class. You will be graded on showmanship, your ability to wow the crowd, and dazzle!"

"Uh, sir?" Neville voiced, fidgeting nervously.

"Yes, you. By Merlin, you don't stand out much, young man. You need to work on that. You blend in and don't do much to catch people's attention. You'll never make it as a trainer…Maybe try a different shampoo."

Hillevi scowled at that, and Riolu bared his teeth as Squirt sat up, dark eyes narrowed.

"Sir…How are we supposed to present a chapter from the Second Year Battle App when you had us delete the guide from our Dex?"

Professor Lockhart blinked, as if surprised by this information.

"Did I have you delete it?"

A series of nods responded in the positive.

"Well, re-upload it! Yes, yes, just upload it again! Purchase it again if you must, purchase a back-up too, just in case."

As the class went about doing just that, the reddish-brunette pet down Spike's rising ears, soothing the baby Pokemon as she hummed, easing Squirt's tense posture.

"Well…" Lockhart stated, voice quivering faintly as a hand touched his throat subconsciously. "It seems that is all I have for you today. Why don't you all make it an early day, I know you'll want to get started prepping your lesson plans!"

Once he turned away, making a show of studying some papers on his desk, Astrid dropped her feet from the desk and rose, Dratini bobbing on her shoulder from the movement.

"Alright!" Ron cheered, already ahead of their little group. "Come on, let's hit the common room and snag a good seat before anyone else!"

Waiting for Spike to climb onto her own shoulder, Hillevi spared one last suspicious glance Professor Lockhart's way before following them out.

_There was something about that man she did not trust, and Hillevi was determined to find out what_.


	5. Chapter 5

The common room of Gryffindor Tower was, luckily, more than big enough for Meatlug and Sharpshoot to get some fresh air.

Sprawled over the Lairon's back, Hillevi went through a new app on her Dex, watching Flora out of the corner of one eye as the Grass-type nursed a bottle of pain medicine while pressed tight against Meatlug's armored hide.

Sharpshoot was content enough to play with Togepi, who made a game out of grasping the Fire-type's tail, while Ludwig hovered overhead, obviously worried the baby Pokemon would burn herself.

The boys were sitting on a couch nearby, reading from their own Dexes, and Astrid had commandeered an armchair, running a moist cloth over Dewgong's slick skin as the Water-type purred, lounging across her trainer's lap with Dratini draped over her neck.

Blinking as Ludwig darted towards the teleporters, Hillevi twisted her head around to see Hermione release Ralts and Snorunt, a pensive look on her face as the Ghost/Fire-type hovered nervously.

"I'm fine, Ludwig, but thank you. I don't think you can help me with my problem."

The tiny Pokemon politely declined the invitation from Eevee, Sam, and Cubchoo to play with a sparkly ball Neville had brought, thought Squirt happily tackled the toy, rolling away with a laugh as Spike chased after, barking.

Drumfire and Arrow were cuddled under Stormfly's wings, content to nap, but Trick zipped after the pair with a cackle, passing through poor Eevee like mist and laughing as the Normal-type shuddered.

A bark from Sharpshoot snapped the two troublemakers into good behavior instantly, and the Charmeleon eyed them a moment before returning her attention to Togepi.

"What's the problem?" Hillevi wondered, sitting up as Meatlug turned her head to better see the young Gryffindor as well.

"I can't find one of my bags…" Hermione admitted, deflated.

"What was in it?" Neville questioned as Harry shut his Dex.

"Probably books." Ron cut in. "All of Hermione's bags are full of books."

"They are not, Ronald Weasley!" The female Gryffindor snapped, stomping her foot in outrage. "And even if they were, better to feed my brain than feed my stomach, like you do with all the food you pack!"

Ron glared right back, and Astrid paused in her task, eyeing the pair as if deciding whether to intervene or not.

"At least what I pack is practical! If the Express had crashed, you would have thanked me for a Twinkie! No one would have been lining up to get one of your smelly books!"

"They might have lined up, but they wouldn't have gotten any Twinkies from you!"

"Are you saying I'm greedy?"

"No, I was saying you ate them all before we left the station, but greedy works, too!"

"Hey!"

Both of them snapped around to glare at Astrid, but the blonde Valhallan hardly blinked at the sudden hostility, though Heracross started to buzz ominously.

"Quit it. You're making Levi nervous."

After a few tense moments, the pair subsided and sat on opposite ends of the couch, obviously sulking.

Shoulders loosening, Hillevi slid down to her foot, gingerly settling weight onto the prosthetic before settling on the arm of Astrid's chair.

"So Hermione, what is missing?" Neville wondered, breaking the silence.

Hermione shifted uneasily, but said nothing.

"…It's books, isn't it?" Harry voiced dryly, elbowing Ron when the boy began to snort.

"I can't find Professor Lockhart's books. I wanted to read up on some of his findings…"

"Why?" Hillevi wondered, brow furrowing as Harry scoffed. "He seems like a…"

"An incompetent moron with an ego the size of Toothless?" Astrid supplied, petting around Dratini's head-fins so the young Dragon-type squeaked happily.

"Today only strengthened my conviction that he's a tosser." Harry agreed.

Ron looked at the three of them incredulously, as if they had spontaneously sprouted extra heads.

"How could ya not like him? No homework! No textbooks!"

"Yes, textbooks, and yes, homework." Harry reminded him. "We are going to have to put a lot of effort into our sections, Ron. More work than we might normally put in, since now the entire _class_ will be witness to our failures."

"Well, it _is_ a bit unorthodox." Hermione admitted, a touch defensive. "But Professor Lockhart's not the first teacher to suggest that students learn better teaching themselves."

"But he _is_ the first to use students to line his pockets."

Meatlug and Sharpshoot went utterly still at that, and Hillevi straightened, tense.

"What?"

"None of you noticed just who wrote that app, did you?"

Sighing at the confused looks of his fellow Gryffindors, Harry supplied the answer himself.

"Professor Lockhart. He wrote that app."

"So?" Ron wondered, not quite grasping the importance.

"So? Don't you think it is weird that he would write our textbook, then decide to have us delete it? Why?"

"He was passionate." Hermione reasoned, unsure despite herself. "He was caught up in the moment."

"He was trying to bloody double-dip." Harry countered. "Everyone who deleted that app had to rebuy it."

Anger thrummed through Hillevi's body like a livewire, and Sharpshoot growled, tail-flame flaring blue in response to her girl's outrage.

"He probably did that in every class." Astrid noted blankly, knuckles white. "It was all an act, just like everything else."

"You're all just letting your mistrust of him color your view." Hermione insisted, steadfast.

The blonde Valhallan pinned her with a look, as if assessing her sanity, and Hillevi scowled, going quiet.

It was clear that nothing short of hard proof would sway the other girl's opinion, and arguing would only make things worse.

"Forget it." Harry finally relented, silently agreeing with them.

Conversation, to everyone's relief, turned to Professor McGonagall's homework.

The exercise was to get one of their Pokemon to pick a certain color ball out of a ball pit without saying the color out loud, and Hillevi was interested in trying it herself.

Sharpshoot was hardly concerned, preferring sparring, but Meatlug was willing to go along with her trainer's whims on this one, anyway.

"I think Eevee might be the best bet." Neville suggested to Harry. "You've had him the longest, so your connection is going to be stronger."

"But Ludwig is a Ghost-type." Hermione voiced, tickling Togepi's belly. "I read an article a few weeks back where Professor Juniper theorized that certain Pokemon types are actually the same, they merely splintered off at one point and ended up focusing on two different parts of the same power base. She believes that, for example, the Dark type and the Fighting type were once one and the same, but Darks, to counter Psychic attacks, began to focus on quick, distracting moves rather than powerful assaults. She also theorized that Psychic and Ghost types are related."

"So?" Harry wondered, a bit lost.

"So, Psychic types are able to bond much closer with their trainers due to neural links. Ghost types might be able to do something similar, which would make this task simpler. We can do some research-"

A Dex rang, and Ron answered the call quickly, glad for any excuse to cut off that thought.

"Ginny? What-?"

"_Ron, please!_" A girl's voice whispered through the speakers, and the fear in her tone had everyone going quiet. "_Please come here._"

"Ginny? Ginny, what's wrong?"

As the volume was raised, Hillevi was already standing, returning her six younger Pokemon to their balls as Meatlug rose, Flora bristling at her side.

"Ginny?"

"_Luna…I tried to stand up for her, but now they're coming after both of us…Ron, please…_"

A loud noise burst through the speakers, followed by a yelp and the sound of laughter.

"_RON!_"

"GINNY!"

But the transmission cut off, and Dewgong let out a war-cry, slapping her tail on the floor as Astrid picked up her axe, Ron redialing and only getting a ringtone.

"Bloody hell…Bloody hell, what do we-"

"Come on, we have to find her!" Harry voiced, recalling Togepi before standing. "Ron, send me her phone number now, and then go find your brothers! Neville, you go get Professor McGonagall-"

"I'm coming with you." Neville insisted fiercely, and no one argued.

"I'll find Professor McGonagall." Hermione offered instead.

"I'll send you our location as soon as we find her." Harry agreed with a nod, and he led the way out, Hillevi leaping onto Meatlug's back to keep from being slowed down by the dull pain in her stump.

"How are we going to find them?" Astrid asked, weapon strapped to her back and easily keeping pace.

"She didn't tell us where Luna and her were!" Neville agreed, holding Flora close.

"I know where they are!" Harry assured, pulling out his Dex.

"How?" Hillevi wondered, Sharpshoot weaving around the Lairon's pumping legs to gain ground.

"A little something called The Marauder's App." He replied with a smile, turning down a long, empty hallway. "I solemnly swear I'm up to no good."

"_Hello, Pronglet._" A tinny voice responded.

"Hello, Porygon."

"_How may I be of service?_"

"I need to locate the trainer whose phone number I just uploaded."

After a moment, the Porygon had an answer.

"_Ginevra Molly Weasley is currently in the History classroom near the Ravenclaw dorm. She is also with a Miss Luna Lovegood…Oh dear…_"

"Porygon?"

Dodging around a group of Hufflepuffs on their way towards the Ravenclaw tower, Hillevi leaned forward in the hopes of catching the next words more clearly.

"_I am detecting six Ravenclaw students outside the door of the classroom. I believe they are trying to get to Miss Weasley and Miss Lovegood._"

Neville practically snarled, putting on such a burst of speed that it surprised even Astrid, turning the next corner just before the others.

"VINE WHIP!"

Flora lashed out, throwing the Ravenclaw girls away from the door and planting herself firmly in front of it.

"Who do you-?" One of the girls started, outraged, but Harry reacted quickly at the sight of Luna's purse and earrings in her possession.

"Ludwig, Eevee, Shadow Ball!"

She skidded across the floor as another, the apparent leader of the group, reached for a Poke Ball.

"Mienfoo, I choose you! Rock Smash!"

Though the Fighting-type aimed for Eevee, the most vulnerable to his attack, Heracross cut in and blocked his fist, wings already spread.

"Aerial Ace!"

The Mienfoo was thrown back with a cry, and the previously-fallen girl yelped as Meatlug, Hillevi astride her back, leapt to join Flora between the Ravenclaws and the door.

"You shouldn't have interfered!" She shouted. "You or the Weasley girl! This is between us and the Looney! Who they hell do you think you are?!"

"I am Hillevi Horrendous Haddock." She replied, glaring.

"I am Astrid Hofferson." The blonde Valhallan voiced, one hand on her axe.

"I am Neville Longbottom." The normally-shy boy added coolly.

"And I am Harry Potter. Now get the hell away from my friends!"

The girl released a Sneasel, and Sharpshoot roared a challenge as Heracross buzzed at the two enemy Pokemon.

"Fury Swipes!"

"Flora! Vine Whip counter!"

The Bulbasaur hardly bothered to hear the command, smacking the Sneasel away before he could finish the attack.

"Now move into a Vine Wrap!"

"Mienfoo, grab those vines and send the Bulbasaur for a ride!"

"Withdraw vines!"

"Too late!" She crowed as the Mienfoo grabbed tight.

"Good." Neville replied with a smile. "Flora, retract them _now_!"

Before either could realize the error of their plan, Flora was flying like a snapped rubber band, slamming into the Fighting-type and pinning her down with an angry squawk.

"Ice Shard!"

"Flamethrower!"

The ice melted and evaporated before it even reached Flora.

"Eevee, Tackle!"

The Normal-type seemed to appear out of thin air, knocking the Sneasel right over and rolling to land next to Flora, growling.

"How?" The leader demanded, flinching back as Sharpshoot bared her fangs, trembling with pent-up rage.

"For a Ravenclaw, you aren't that smart!" Fred called out as the other Weasleys' approached. "Plusle!"

"Minun! I agree, first they think it wise to attack a Weasley. Everyone in Hogwarts knows we travel in packs!" George continued.

"Indeed, brother, and then they don't know about the Invisibility Ability!"

Percy glowered at everyone in the hall, clearly unhappy.

"All of you, put your Pokemon away now!"

Hillevi reluctantly slid down and recalled Meatlug, though Sharpshoot returned to her side with a glare at the Ravenclaws, and Astrid followed suit with Heracross, slowly releasing her axe.

"I am only going to ask this once." Percy stated, turning that look solely on the Ravenclaws. "Where. Is. My. Sister?"

"Percy!" Ginny shouted through the door. "We're in here!"

The youngest Weasley finally opened the door, her fainted Rattata cradled close, and Luna followed a moment after, a Trapinch clamped onto her ponytail as she looked around dazedly.

"The Big Damn Heroes arrive." She noted softly, looking towards Neville. "Hello, Captain Malcolm. I see you brought Jane."

The girl was mussed and covered in dirt, with only a single Poke Ball, and did not have the jacket or belt mandatory for every First Year to have.

It made Hillevi's blood boil.

"Are you alright?" The Valhallan worried, stepping forward.

That stare was trained on her, and Hillevi felt a familiar tug, blinking back to reality after a moment.

_A Veela?_

"What is the meaning of all this?!" Professor McGonagall demanded, storming down the hallway towards them with a wide-eyed Hermione.

"I am wondering the same thing, professor." Percy replied, arms wrapped around a trembling Ginny as the adrenaline rush wore off.

The twins flanked Luna as Ron joined his friends, all quietly offering support and protection.

"I would very much like to know why my baby sister was trapped in a classroom by Ravenclaws acting more like a horde of Treverants than trainers."

Professor McGonagall pursed her lips for a moment, but pulled out her Dex and typed in a few commands.

"Albus, could you please contact Professor Flitwick? I am bringing several of my Gryffindors and a group of his Ravenclaws to your office. We need to sort out why they decided to engage in unsanctioned battles in the halls."

Hillevi felt her stomach drop with an uneasy plop at her feet.

_Well, shit_.


	6. Chapter 6

Hillevi was not a sort prone to truly hating anyone.

Dislike, yes, or even find unpleasant, but hate was a strong emotion.

Even when being bullied by her cousin and his friends, she could not say she had hated them, though saying that she liked them was a huge stretch.

Only once before in her whole life had Hillevi hated someone, and it was such an extreme example that she honestly thought he would be the only one.

Faced with these Ravenclaws, led by Third Years Cho Chang and Marietta Edgecombe, spinning teary lies about being attacked, Hillevi admitted to herself that she hated them.

Luna sat quietly between Ginny and Neville, the former having given her trainer jacket to the girl, and Flora sat on the blonde's lap, glaring.

Astrid stood like a sentinel at her back, no Pokemon out but looking fearsome nonetheless, and Hillevi sat on Ginny's other side, Sharpshoot joining the Bulbasaur in pinning the Ravenclaws with a dirty look.

"I knew something was wrong when I saw what Luna was wearing, or wasn't." Ginny finished. "Especially her earrings. She would never give them to Cho or anyone else, not unless she was forced."

"You obviously don't know your friend that well." Edgecombe replied, sniffling. "She is very friendly, and let us borrow her things."

"Even her shoes?" Hermione fired back, disgusted.

"While I admit that it is strange…" Professor Flitwick said with a sigh. "Your case is not helped by the fact that you boys attacked my students, and Luna has said nothing to corroborate your story."

"Why would she?" George replied, rolling his eyes. "She tattles, and she's in for an even worse hazing."

"Mister Weasley, that is-"

"Correct?" Fred cut off their Head of House. "Right on the money? A hundred percent accurate? The most honest thing you've heard all week?"

"Strong words and a dangerous accusation." Professor McGonagall settled on.

"Then I'll make it." Hillevi voiced, the fire in her eyes matching Sharpshoot's. "I would know."

Astrid's shoulder's tensed, and even Cho flinched at the razor-sharp look sent their way by the axe-wielding Valhallan.

"They're thieves and bullies." Ginny agreed, firm. "Wonder how they'd like to be tormented and tortured-"

"See how she acts?" Edgecombe wailed, overdramatic. "She keeps attacking us over and over, while those four stuck their noses where it didn't belong."

"They stuck it in there because you and your little group of cowards were harassing one of your own!" The female Weasley shot back.

"We were not!"

"You were too, bitch!"

"Don't call me a bitch, bitch!"

"Bitch, bitch, bitch!" Ginny shouted, ignoring the orders from Professor McGonagall to settle down. "Admit it, you're just a jealous bitch! Can't stand it that Luna is so much better than you, that people care about her more than anyone will ever care about you!"

"Who would be jealous of Looney Luna?!" Edgecombe screamed, eyes going wide as she realized her mistake a moment too late, Cho giving her a lethal look as Neville fought against the twins to stand.

"Very friendly." Ron muttered as Ginny's expression morphed into triumph.

The title struck an old scar on Hillevi's heart, and the echo of Hiccup the Useless, Hiccup the Unwanted, Hiccup the Fuck-Up _tore_.

Sharpshoot growled low, comforting, as she pressed close, and Toothless' Poke Ball warmed against her skin as the others rattled.

"To say I am ashamed would be an understatement." Professor Flitwick admonished. "I have always held my head up high as I walked down these halls, knowing that my house was one of unity."

"I am disappointed as well." Dumbledore agreed with a sigh, leaning back in his chair. "I would have thought that you girls would have been smart enough to know that, once you make an enemy of someone, you lose them as an asset."

The group had the decency to look abashed at their scolding, and Astrid snorted, arms crossed.

"A hundred points from Ravenclaw for failure to show house unity."

The headmaster turned his attention to the four other participants, shaking his head.

"As for you, while I applaud your sense of duty when it came to defending your friend, there are proper and improper ways to do so. Fifty points from Gryffindor for battling in the halls."

Hillevi curled into herself, too raw and vulnerable to say anything…

But Harry was not.

"No."

"Mister Potter?" Professor McGonagall stated, eyebrow rising.

"No." He repeated, firm, despite Hermione's hissed admonishment.

"I don't understand, my boy." Dumbledore admitted, surprised.

"I said no."

"What does that mean?" Professor Flitwick wondered, just as befuddled.

"It means no. I do not accept the loss of points."

"Harry, my boy, I am afraid you don't understand." Dumbledore said kindly. "You do not get a say in the matter."

"To take points away from us is to disgrace Gryffindor." Harry replied, not backing down in the least.

"That is the point, Mister Potter." Professor McGonagall voiced tartly. "You have disgraced your House. Another ten points-"

"I have not disgraced Gryffindor." Harry insisted, standing. "You have, for not rewarding us for our actions."

The professors fell silent, listening, and he plowed forward.

"You talked about how these girls disgraced their House, the House of Brilliance, by allowing their emotions to outweigh their common sense. Gryffindor is the House of the Brave, and what is braver than rushing to help someone, even if you know it will bring you trouble? I have been taught to stand up for myself and my friends, for what is right. And now you want to punish us? No. I refuse to accept that. I refuse to accept the loss of points."

"And neither do I."

The three professors snapped their attention to Hillevi at that, and she stared back, the embers of her anger flaring back to life.

"When I faced Alvin the Treacherous in single combat in defense of this school, you honored me with a place in the House of the Brave. But now, when I fought in defense of this girl, there's a punishment?"

She stood, ignoring the flare of pain from her left leg.

"I could battle Deoxys, or Mewtwo, or Arceus himself, but none of that will match the bravery it took to look at those girls and tell them no."

Sharpshoot barked, spitting sparks, and Toothless' ball rattled in agreement.

"I won't stand here and let you tell me it isn't."

Astrid moved to stand on her other side, pinning the three older trainers with a look that said she completely agreed, and Dumbledore shared a look with the two Heads of House.

Before they could think of a response, Neville burst to his feet and pointed at Cho Chang, thunderous.

"You have taken honor from my house!"

"Mister Longbottom, sit down!" Professor McGonagall snapped. "Gryffindor-"

"I'm not talking about Gryffindor. I am Neville Longbottom, Heir to the Ancient and Noble House of Longbottom. You five attack Luna Lovegood of the House of Lovegood, my intended."

It was like a hammer dropped on the office, and Hillevi could only stare, wide-eyed, at the scene.

"Oh, Neville…" Luna whispered sadly. "What have you done?"

"This insult can not stand." Neville continued, fierce and stern and just a touch afraid as he squared his shoulders. "I challenge you, Cho Chang and Marietta Edgecombe, to an Honor Battle."

"Two on one, Longbottom?" Chang replied snidely. "I knew you Gryffindors were stupid-"

"Miss Chang!" Professor Flitwick cut in.

"Harry will be my partner, Cho."

"He will?"

"I will?" Harry echoed, startled. "I, uh…I mean of course, Nev, but-"

"What are the stakes?" Edgecombe demanded.

"See here!" Professor McGonagall exclaimed. "You can't do this-!"

"There is nothing we can do, Minerva." Dumbledore admitted sadly, looking as if every year of his life had finally settled upon him. "Mister Longbottom has invoked the right, and Miss Chang and Miss Edgecombe have accepted. To try and prevent them from doing this…"

There was something left unsaid, but Hillevi had a rather good idea what it was.

If someone tried to prevent an Honor Duel in Valhalla, or if someone merely changed their mind and tried to back out, the consequences would have been severe.

"If we win, Ravenclaw will take all the punishment that was leveled at Gryffindor. You will also have to make a formal apology to Luna, and return every item she requests back." Neville stated.

"Very well." Chang accepted, standing. "And when _we_ win, you and Potter will have to deliver a formal apology admitting that Looney over there was at fault for everything. Gryffindor will take all of Ravenclaw's punishment, and you will surrender your Bulbasaur and Eevee to Edgecombe and I."

Harry choked as Neville nodded.

"The same for you. The Mienfoo and the Sneasel."

"Do I get a say in this?" The Potter wondered, dazed.

"It is finalized." Neville voiced, as if not hearing him. "I will arrange with my Head of House a day and time for the battle. You do the same."

"See you then, Longbottom."

Astrid blinked as the Ravenclaws left, looking to Hillevi with a confused tilt of the head.

"And I thought school was supposed to be boring."

* * *

><p>Honor Battles and Honor Duels, at their core, were very much the same.<p>

There were many Ancient and Noble families, and even more simply Noble ones, that pride was a real concern for both regions.

A few generations back on the Haddock family tree, the High Chieftain implemented Honor Duels to prevent further in-fighting amongst the villages with the hope of creating a united front against the Dragon-types that plagued them.

While that was no longer a concern, Honor Duels were certainly important in keeping the peace.

Honor Battles served the same purpose, as far as Hillevi was concerned, though with more formalities, symbolism, and planning involved.

Honestly, the whole 'surrender your Pokemon' thing had given her a bit of a heart attack-_in Valhalla, that would be taken_ _**seriously**_-, and was relieved to find it was all a show.

Astrid only rolled her eyes, muttering that battles were only fun when something worthwhile was at stake.

_Hillevi was just glad her friends wouldn't be hurt_.


	7. Chapter 7

Stormfly twittered happily as she wiped down beakers with her wings, chirping in thanks when Drumfire brought another improperly cleaned piece of equipment to the sink for her.

It was routine now to have them out during Potions class, since Professor Snape seemed to stop glaring quite so much when the Swablu made herself useful by thoroughly cleaning all of the extra supplies.

After Squirt's little tantrum, Hillevi had also quietly started working on her own creams and salves instead of stealthily helping her friends, a pastime that had annoyed the taciturn professor to no end the year before.

_Today, however, the reddish-brunette kinda wished she had intervened_.

"Mister Weasley, I understand that you have had problems with your rat, but whatever did it do to justify having that vile concoction poured down its throat?"

Ron stared down at the brown sludge in his beaker that was meant to be a blue liquid, looked back up at his professor, went beet red and ducked his head, slouching as if to hide.

"I would take away points from you, Mister Weasley, but I believe that you are the first person to ever create a poison more lethal than Arbok venom."

"Really?" The redhead replied, hopeful.

"Dunderhead." Professor Snape snapped. "Twenty points from Gryffindor for creating something that is clearly an affront to nature."

Wincing, Hillevi offered the boy a sympathetic smile as the professor moved over to check Harry's potion.

"Please look at Miss Davis' potion. Describe it to me."

"Uh…" Harry twisted around to see the Slytherin and her potion, and Astrid shifted to take in the scene fully, curious. "It's a blue."

"I know its blue, Mister Potter!" Professor Snape retorted sharply. "What else?"

"It's a clear blue?"

"It's a liquid." The professor answered dryly, picking up the beaker and flipping it over so the hardened potion THUMPED onto the desk. "I suppose if you were trying to create a suppository, this might qualify as acceptable. Someone please educate Mister Potter in what he did wrong. Mister Malfoy."

Draco smirked, obviously pleased to rub this failure in.

"Clearly Potter did not mix his potion properly."

"No."

The entire room fell deathly quiet, and Hillevi held her breath, looking around in matching surprise.

The Head of Slytherin _never_ corrected anyone from his House, and it was clear no one knew exactly why or what was going on.

Professor Snape picked up the Gryffindor's Bunsen burner and showed it to the class.

"There has been a build-up upon the neck of this. That caused the flame to burn cooler than it should, and thus resulted in this failure. Ten points from Gryffindor for failing to check equipment. I also want five hundred words on what other dangers could arise from not cleaning your equipment properly before working on a potion."

Swablu and Drumfire went quiet as the man stalked towards his desk, waving his hand dismissively.

"Get out of my sight, all of you. You sicken me with your incompetence."

Stormfly quickly dried off the last beaker and shook off her wings as Drumfire glided over to land on Hillevi's shoulder, trilling a goodbye to the aloof professor before taking her usual perch on their girl's braid.

As the last class before the weekend, spirits were high as they exited into the hallway, and Astrid looked around for a moment before letting Dratini out to drape along her shoulders.

"I hope they have a big meal planned tonight." Ron voiced, hugging his growling belly. "I could out-eat a Munchlax!"

"How can you possibly still be hungry after making that brown goop?" Hermione demanded, nose crinkled in disgust. "I could smell it all the way across the room!"

"I find that it's better to remove bad sensations with good ones!" The Weasley replied with a shrug. "The sooner I eat something delicious, the sooner I can get rid of the memory of that smell."

"That…oddly makes sense." Harry admitted.

"No, it doesn't!" Hermione whined. "Neville, tell them it doesn't make any sense!"

Distracted from the conversation, Neville was trying to soothe a wriggling Flora.

"I know, I know, we'll get your medicine in a moment."

"_Bulba_!" The Bulbasaur snapped, obviously not willing to wait a moment longer.

Before he could ask, Hillevi had already retrieved the baby bottle of medicine from his bag and handed it over, smiling when Flora immediately latched on.

"She's still getting evolution pains?" Harry wondered, sympathetic.

"Yeah, and they don't seem to be ending soon. At least they aren't getting worse."

"Well, that might be a good thing." Ron noted. "Didn't Mister Lupin say that the longer it takes a Pokemon to evolve, the stronger they are?"

"I don't care if Flora is weaker than a Feebas, I just want her better." Neville replied sadly.

"My Dewgong was the same." Astrid voiced, surprising the Gryffindors. "She had evolution pains for a year before finally evolving."

Hillevi remembered how the poor Seel had whimpered and whined at night, and how volatile the six-year-old Astrid had been until then.

"I think Snotlout's Pancham was the same, though it only lasted a couple days." The reddish-brunette noted, brow furrowing in thought. "So did Ruff and Tuff's Diglett."

"Were they any stronger than the others?" Harry wondered, curious.

"Maybe?" She considered, shrugging. "It's possible that the pains didn't go on long enough to make a difference."

"Sharpshoot and Meatlug didn't have evolution pains." Hermione pointed out as the Gryffindor common room came into sight.

"But didn't they hold off on evolving for a long time?" Ron asked, head tilting. "Maybe it just all built up? I mean, they were plenty strong _before_ evolving…"

Just as Hermione reached out to key in the password, the whole group was being steered away by the Weasley twins, two of Harry's Gauntlet teammates, and-_in the case of the Valhallans_-Plusle and Minun.

"Sorry, ickle secondies." Fred said with a grin. "We have other plans."

"Don't worry, we've already packed some appropriate clothing." George continued. "And a nice supper to eat on the way."

"Don't worry, you're completely safe." Katie Bell assured.

"Abandon all hope, ye who enter here!" Fred declared with a spooky laugh as they approached a dark classroom.

"Mostly safe." Oliver Wood admitted as the group entered. "Your bags are over there. We have jackets, boots and hats. Get changed, and we'll pass out the gear."

After a moment, Hillevi shrugged and grabbed her favorite thick green sweater-dress and pulled it on over the dark jeans and t-shirt she had been wearing, toeing off her shoe to pull on a heavy boot instead.

Glaring at the upperclassmen, Astrid eventually followed suit, pulling on a thick jacket and a pair of gloves.

"Guys, what's going on?" Harry wondered, swapping his own shoes for hiking boots. "Is this some sort of hazing thing?"

"Nah." Angelina replied calmly. "We haven't done hazing since that incident with the cream pie."

"We didn't mean for it to blow up!" The twins admitted, having the decency to look ashamed.

"Please tell me it was the pie that blew up and not a student." Hermione voiced, tugging on a heavier jacket.

Oliver clapped his hands, motioning for everyone to gather round, and the younger trainers shared suspicious, nervous looks before joining in.

"Now then, it has come to our attention that you, Harry Potter, will be battling Cho Chang in an Honor Battle at the end of the month. Three days later, we will be taking on the Ravenclaw Gauntlet Team, which has Miss Chang as their seeker. It has been decided by us, your teammates-"

"Oliver, you're putting us to sleep." Katie cut in, playfully pushing the team captain aside and taking his place. "Okay, so here's the deal. We want you to win, Harry. More than that, we want you to crush her. It will either throw Chang completely off, or have her become so aggressive that she'll make stupid mistakes and net us the win in our first match. We've all talked it out, and we decided the best way to net a victory is to get you a Pokemon Chang isn't expecting."

"That's right." Alicia continued. "The Claws love to study up on their opponents, they make up little lists and try to figure out what moves you might use. They have a ton of practice battles where they lay out strategies in hopes of having a complex counterattack ready. Nothing will surprise them more than a Pokemon they didn't know you had leaping out. Claws hate the unexpected."

"How do you plan on getting me this Pokemon?" Harry questioned, frowning.

"My dear brother and I happen to know a secret route that can get us to the Forbidden Island undetected." George explained, puffing up with pride.

"But, but that's not allowed!" Neville squeaked fearfully. "It's forbidden! It's even in its name!"

"No risk, no reward." Fred replied, waving off the concern. "The Forbidden Island has a ton of rare and powerful Pokemon on it. We're all gonna go and capture a new Pokemon!"

"Ollie already let McGonagall know that we're going to be doing some late-night training, so she'll be none the wiser." George continued.

"And I convinced Chloe to look the other way and not report that we aren't in by curfew. She'll keep out prat brother occupied while we get down to business." Fred finished.

"So we're here to get Harry, and probably Neville, a new Pokemon…Why are we here?" Hillevi wondered, gesturing to herself and Astrid.

"Ton of rare and powerful Pokemon, remember?" Katie answered, smirking. "Not that you guys can't catch whatever Pokemon you want, but I'd feel a lot better with you two at our backs out there."

Astrid shrugged, a tiny smile pulling at her mouth at the indirect praise, and motioned to Ron and Hermione.

"And them?"

"You think we're stupid enough _not_ to bring these two?" Fred replied, almost laughing. "Wherever Harry goes, you two are sure to be at his side. We leave you behind, and most likely we'd find you magically pulled to the island or something. Why fight fate?"

"Okay." Ron voiced, accepting. "Then why is Ginny here?"

Everyone turned to the doorway at that, and said Weasley gave them a cheery wave.

"Because Luna didn't want to go by herself." She explained as said girl looked around the room with her usual, wide-eyed stare.

Oliver opened his mouth, and Ginny wagged her finger reprovingly.

"Uh uh. You even think of telling us to go back to the dorms, and we'll go crying to Professor McGonagall."

Biting her lip, she brought up a wave of fake tears and sniffled.

"I…I tried to stop them, professor, but they were so mean!"

And just like that, the tears were gone.

"If they are like the Power Rangers, then we are Tommy." Luna said to herself. "I'll go summon the Dragonzord."

While the youngest Weasley kept her friend from running off, the group looked to Oliver and shrugged, willing to let the First Years come along.

"Fine, you two can come." Oliver relented, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "But stay out of trouble and _never_ leave our sight. We do this right, and this will go off without a-"

"_NO_!" Everyone shouted, panicked.

"…Hitch."

Hermione held her head, Ron made a silent prayer, Neville debated a runner, Hillevi cursed quietly under her breath, and Astrid fought back a migraine as the Weasley Twins smacked their captain upside the head.

"Well…" Harry drawled. "That jinxed us."


	8. Chapter 8

Ginger the giant Tentacruel was kind enough to silently pull their boats across the lake, once Fred and George gave her a few treats.

Once the dinghies were hidden from sight, Oliver rallied the group for another overview of the plan.

"Alright, we have about two hours before we'll need to get back. Our main goal is to get Harry and Neville each a new Pokemon, but if you see something after that you want to grab, feel free and go after it."

"Can't help but be tempted by the forbidden fruit, can you Ollie?" George said with a grin, releasing Minun so the electric mouse could grab a pair of binoculars and join Plusle in looking around from a nearby tree.

"I'd be foolish not to." Oliver replied. "But my main goal, once again, is Harry and Neville."

Turning to said Gryffindors, he smiled.

"Don't be greedy, but don't be skittish either. We don't have a ton of time to wander about and I don't want to have you two come back empty-handed."

As the upperclassmen gave advice, Hillevi watched in dawning horror as the tree Plusle and Minun were perched on started to _move_.

"…Oh no."

The two Electric-types were thrown into their trainers as the Trevenant awakened, and the group retreated from the forest immediately as several more uprooted themselves.

A great glut of flame rose up between the Ghost/Grass-type and the trainers, and Sharpshoot appeared, tail-flame sparking blue as she roared a challenge.

The horde paused, as if considering whether to battle or not, when a rush of Ice Shards struck a few in the face and forced them into a grumpy, hasty retreat.

Astrid glared at the Weasley twins as Dewgong slapped her tail on the grass, letting out an angry bark.

"Don't. Do that. Again."

"Please." Hillevi agreed, crouching down to pet Sharpshoot's back.

"The Forbidden Island has a very dense ecosystem." Oliver warned, releasing his Talonflame. "There are Ghost-, Psychic-, Dark- and Electric-types running around here, and that is just what we know of! Pokemon Trackers like to send Hogwarts rare species they find in hopes that their populations can increase on this island. There is a reason Professor Dumbledore says this place is forbidden, students aren't supposed to be here! The Pokemon here are willing to attack if needed and will do so violently. This isn't like strolling down Route One or anything, the Pokemon here live in isolation for most of their lives. Stay alert."

Katie released her Rapidash and leapt onto the Pokemon's back, pulling Luna up with her, who started to stroke the equine's neck as the mane dimmed to prevent burning her palm.

"Oliver is right. You six," She motioned to the Second and First Years. "Will always stick with one of us older students or your foreign friends."

"Except for Fred and George." Alicia piped up. "If you end up with them, make peace with Merlin."

"We'd be insulted, but you have a point." George conceded.

Rolling her eyes, axe in hand, Astrid turned and led the way into the forest without a backwards glance, Dewgong at her side.

With an apologetic smile, Hillevi followed, and the light from Sharpshoot's tail-flame helped illuminate the path.

Ludwig was released to help with that effort, alongside Talonflame and Rapidash, and Hillevi peered around at the close-knit trees and intertwining branches overhead with a smile.

It reminded her of the forests back on Berk, lit up with the gentle glow of flames and hiding secrets, the only difference being that Sharpshoot was not riding on her shoulder and Meatlug would no longer fit on the path.

Sharpshoot slowed, head twitching up and around as her tail-flame flared up, and Hillevi stopped, holding up a hand for the others to stop.

"What is it?" Harry wondered, distracted from the group's conversation as Togepi wriggled in his arms.

"I don't know…" She admitted, trailing off as a high-pitched whine reached her ears.

_What the…?_

Toothless' Poke Ball rattled violently, like a muted roar, as a pained shriek tore through the air and a black blur streaked past to land on the island in a forest-rattling collision that nearly threw Hillevi off her feet.

Heart pounding, she felt the tug around her neck and took off, leaping over unearthed roots and dodging around tree trunks without a second thought.

"LEVI!"

Sharpshoot barked as she followed her girl, already knowing what was going on, and Astrid cursed.

"Stay together." She bit out to the startled, confused Hogwarts students before giving chase, recalling Dewgong and releasing Heracross without missing a step.

Hillevi was already yards ahead, years of running through the forests of Berk and her small size proving an advantage, Sharpshoot at her side and cutting ahead to shield the girl from any possible attack.

The tugging around her neck was insistent, practically pulling the reddish-brunette forward, and she was dimly grateful for putting extra padding in her prosthetic after that first Tracking class.

With one last heave, Hillevi stumbled into a newly-made clearing, green eyes wide as she took in the scene.

Amid the broken trees and shredded leaves, a red and white body shifted, plane-like wings shuddering as big gold eyes opened with a whine.

_A Latias_.

Movement on the other side caught the tiny Viking's attention, and she froze.

_Crap_.

That horde of Trevenant seemed to have grown in the last half-hour or so, almost forty in total, and had apparently found their new target.

Sharpshoot snarled, claws flexing, as the injured Latias tried to rise and failed with a cry.

_She wouldn't be able to fight, let alone get away_.

"Sharpshoot, use Flame Burst!"

The spray of fire halted their opponents' forward march, and Hillevi slid down the slight incline to Latias' side, placing a gentle hand on glass-fragile feathers.

"It's alright, we've got you." She whispered, dropping to her knees as the Latias whined pitifully. "Sharpshoot, Flame Charge followed up with Fire Fang!"

The Charmeleon roared as she lunged forward, and Astrid finally caught up as the Trevenant shrieked, extremely vulnerable to the fire coating Sharpshoot's skin.

"Heracross, Aerial Ace!"

The beetle Pokemon dove in immediately, pushing back the pair of Trevenant trying to sneak up on Sharpshoot with a slash of his buzzing wings as the Fire-type latched onto another with flaming fangs.

"Is saving injured Legendary Dragon-types your thing, now?" Astrid voiced, swinging her axe at an approaching Trevenant and nearly lopping the Pokemon's hand off. "Is that what we're doing now? Heracross, Pin Missile!"

"Probably." Hillevi confessed with a shrug, curling over Latias' head. "Sharpshoot, Flamethrower!"

Lurching forward, a Trevenant struck the Bug/Flying-type out of the air with a Feint Attack, and Sharpshoot was knocked off her feet by a Phantom Force that caught her sidelong.

Cursing under her breath as sheer numbers overwhelmed them, Astrid reached for Dewgong's Poke Ball-

A Psywave knocked the nearest Trevenant over, and a shower of Poison Powder had the horde stumbling back, wracked with pain as the status effect took hold.

Startled, the blonde turned sharply to see a Staryu spin into the battlefield, spewing water in every direction, as an Oddish leapt up and lobbed Acid at the nearest Trevenant.

The distraction was exactly what Sharpshoot and Heracross needed, regaining their footing and firing back on the Ghost/Grass-types with a vengeance.

Dewgong joined them with an Ice Beam, and the combined assault finally drove the horde off, Sharpshoot chasing them away for good with a Flame Burst.

Holstering her axe, Astrid eyed the unevolved, wild Pokemon for a few moments in silence as they did the same, not making a move to attack or flee.

Whispering soft assurances, Hillevi pet the soft feathers between Latias' eyes as she watched the scene unfold, curious.

"Thank you." Astrid finally spoke, eyes narrowing just a touch. "Your help is…appreciated."

The Oddish smiled, bouncing on her tiptoes, and Staryu gurgled happily, gem beginning to glow.

Head tilting minutely to one side, the blonde shared a look with her own Pokemon before swinging her gaze towards Hillevi.

Recognizing the signs, she smiled, warmed by the memories of meeting her own baby dragons what felt like a lifetime ago.

"I have a couple free Poke Balls." The reddish-brunette offered as Sharpshoot crossed her arms, pleased.

"Then it's settled." Astrid decided, facing the two wild Pokemon with resolve. "You two are coming with me."

Oddish trilled in delight, clearly pleased, and Staryu spun in a cartwheel over the trampled grass, earning a laugh from Heracross as Dewgong smiled.

Tossing two empty Poke Balls to her girlfriend so she could officially capture the Pokemon, Hillevi returned her attention to Latias as Sharpshoot scanned the trees once more, on guard.

"Are you able to get up?" She wondered, shuffling back a bit to give the Pokemon room.

Shaking with exertion, the Psychic/Dragon-type tried to rise and jerked with a cry, falling onto her side.

Entire belly bruised and scraped, it was clear she would not be able to move at all without pain, and the landing had done enough damage to keep the tiny Legendary from summoning the strength to even hover.

"Easy, girl, easy." Hillevi soothed as Astrid approached.

"She's really beat up." The other Valhallan whispered, concern furrowing her brow. "Is there anything in your bag that can help?"

"A little, but not enough for something like this." She admitted, looking over her shoulder with sad eyes. "And it's too dangerous to stick around here longer than we already have."

"You're right." Astrid agreed, Dewgong and Heracross glaring about. "We need to move."

Nodding, Hillevi patted the long, white-feathered neck soothingly as she removed Toothless' ball from the chain around her neck.

The shiny Legendary shook out his coils for a moment before lowering his great head, rumbling softly when Latias chirped, wings fluttering in greeting.

"Do you mind giving us a lift to where the others are?" Hillevi wondered, reaching out to smooth a hand over dark scales.

Before Toothless could reply in anyway, the air almost visibly crackled with electricity, Dewgong crying out at the feeling as Hillevi jerked to her feet.

"NOW!"

The two Valhallans leapt onto the Rayquaza's back in moments, their other Pokemon quickly recalled, and Toothless only took a moment to gently scoop Latias up in his claws before taking off.

The Gryffindors had covered quite a bit of distance in the hour or so since splitting off, having reached a lake further inland, and were surrounded on almost all sides by a growing horde of Trevenant, a pack of Electrike, and a swarm of Spearow.

"Can't stay out of trouble for five minutes, can they?" Astrid grumbled, reaching back to grab hold of her axe.

"Part of their charm." Hillevi replied, eyes narrowing on the scene. "Toothless, Fire Blast!"

With a roar, the great Sky Dragon blasted the whole army of Pokemon away in a great glut of flame, twisting his body around the battered Gryffindors and their own Pokemon as a shield.

"Get on!" Hillevi shouted, watching the Trevenant rise and wake their sleeping fellows with a great bellow. "We've gotta go!"

No one argued, scrambling up the Rayquaza's sides and clinging to his segmented fins with white knuckles as the clouds darkened overhead with an incoming Thunder.

"Hyper Beam!"

With a great inhale, Toothless released a massive beam of energy that made the very air shatter in their ears, and Hillevi pressed her throbbing head against his scales to overcome the sensory overload.

"Fly!"

Without a second's hesitation, the Legendary rocketed skyward, Latias cradled close to his belly and humans holding tight to his back as the Forbidden Island dropped away.

"Are you alright?" Astrid demanded, twisting around and taking hold of Ginny's shoulder in order to look her over for injuries.

"We're okay." Harry assured, obviously still running high on adrenaline from the battle. "You got there just in time."

"Where were you?" Hermione nearly shouted, trembling.

"I needed to help someone." Hillevi replied, shaking a low ringing sound from her ears as she straightened.

Slowing to a hover, Toothless peered around to check on his passengers, rumbling low to soothe the rattled Hogwarts students.

Leaning over one side, Hillevi released a deep breath as big gold eyes blinked back up at her, shoulders slumping.

With a pat to the thick, scaled neck of her friend, she looked over one shoulder to give her human friends a lopsided smile as he shifted, approaching Hogwarts in a curve to avoid detection.

"I'll explain later."


	9. Chapter 9

Nestled on a mattress softened with fur blankets and borrowed pillows, Latias purred as a cream was spread over her injured belly, soothing the pain away.

Careful to cover every scrape and bruise, Hillevi turned to accept the gauze and medical tape from Stormfly's talons with a smile, gently pressing them into place.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang sat by the Legendary's head, chirping happily, while Drumfire curled into a tiny violet ball of fur against her neck, purring like a tiny motor.

Squirt, Spike and Arrow were fast asleep under one of Latias' plane-like wings, buried under a fold of the blankets, and Trick hovered overhead, muttering to himself as he made another circuit around the room.

Once the last piece of gauze was firmly in place, Hillevi pulled back to make sure she had covered everything before giving the Psychic-type a tired, lopsided smile.

"There you go." She whispered, exhaustion creeping in. "You can take my bed until you're better, okay?"

Watching the tiny human with glimmering eyes, Latias craned her neck to gently butt her nose against Hillevi's arm with a soft, crooning note of thanks.

"Hey, it's alright." The Valhallan assured, rubbing just under her jaw so the Legendary purred, relaxing. "You just focus on getting better. Stormfly?"

With a nod, the Swablu landed on Latias' head and started to Sing, lulling the larger flyer into a healing sleep while also easing her fellow Pokemon into a well-deserved rest.

The bedroom was a touch smaller than the others in Gryffindor Tower, an extra that had never been put into use before, all the way at the top and out of the way, with a large window between the pair of beds that proved a useful entrance.

Mouth opening in a jaw-splitting yawn, Hillevi rubbed her eyes as a gentle hand guided her off the occupied bed, making room for Dewgong and Heracross to perch, Dratini draped over the latter's neck while Oddish and Staryu cuddled under the former's flipper.

Blinking sleepily as she was sat down on another mattress, the reddish-brunette twitched her left leg up when the straps loosened on her prosthetic, a shot of adrenaline forcing her eyes to focus even through the haze of fatigue.

"It's alright." Astrid soothed, pressing a kiss to the other girl's forehead in reassurance. "Relax. I'll take care of you."

Muscles loosening, Hillevi nodded jerkily, leaning into the strong presence before her as the prosthetic was removed and the sensitive scars smoothed over with calloused fingertips.

Astrid chuckled as she stood, cradling the smaller Valhallan as she shifted onto the bed with one last check on the window latch.

Hillevi was fast asleep even before their heads were settled on a pillow, and Astrid was not far behind.

_Sweet dreams_.


	10. Chapter 10

Ron had been understandably upset when he first realized Astrid had left the Forbidden Island with two new Pokemon.

He had caught a Magikarp, hoping to train him up into a Gyarados, and thus missed his chance to catch the Emolga that Harry now owned because of the group's rule to only catch one each.

"Why does she get to keep two?" The Weasley demanded to know, almost turning purple in his outrage. "It's not fair!"

Oddish and Staryu hiding behind her legs, Astrid had glared right back at him, fingers flexing as if ready to grab her axe.

"If you want to take one from me, go ahead. _Try_."

The two stared each other down, too proud to give in, and Hillevi quickly shoved herself between them.

"That's enough!" She ordered, giving both Astrid and Ron a disapproving look. "I'm not keeping Latias, okay? So I technically didn't catch a Pokemon. Astrid caught the one meant for me, and that's that. We're all even."

After a few tense moments, Ron deflated.

"Sure, whatever…"

Rolling back on the heels of her feet, no longer tense, Astrid eyed the sulking boy quietly before sighing.

"Where's your Magikarp?"

Confused by the sudden shift in conversation, Ron blinked at her owlishly.

"What?"

"Your Magikarp." She repeated, arms crossing. "My mother breeds Feebas. They're enough alike that I know how to train them."

The Weasley brightened at the thought of help with training his-_most likely suicidal_-new Pokemon, and Hillevi smiled as the blonde gruffly accepted his exuberant thanks.

_Honestly, whoever said Astrid had a cold heart never really met her at all_.


	11. Chapter 11

"Staryu, Psywave! Oddish, Stun Spore!"

"Trick, Confuse Ray! Arrow, Sand Attack!"

The Gastly spun away from the colorful beam of psychic energy just in time, only the end of his poisonous miasma dissipating, before firing off his own move and hitting Staryu full in the face.

Oddish cried out as debris was blown into her eyes thanks to Arrow's flapping wings, twisting around and accidentally paralyzing herself instead of either of their opponents in the commotion as Staryu wobbled around drunkenly.

"Arrow, Whirlwind!"

The tiny Pidgey cawed as she sent both Pokemon flying back to their trainer, and Astrid scowled at the loss before conceding defeat.

The Second Years could only stare in surprise at the battle they had just witnessed as Hillevi offered her girlfriend a Paralyze Heal and rubbed Staryu's back, murmuring softly as the Water-type slowly returned to her senses.

Perched on her girl's shoulder while Trick pulled victorious loop-de-loops overhead, Arrow chirped, nuzzling close as the reddish-brunette looked to her friends with that familiar, lopsided smile.

"Alright, who's next?"


	12. Chapter 12

The next month was full of training, sparring and classes for everyone, not just Harry and Neville.

Hillevi was determined to have everyone bond with their new Pokemon and get stronger, while simultaneously nursing Latias back to perfect health, which proved a hard juggling act.

Fred and George proved invaluable in teaching Harry and Neville how to Tag Team Battle effectively, and the rest of the Gauntlet team joined in to get the pair prepared for the thirtieth of September.

Astrid took helping Ron seriously, like she did everything, and ended up dragging Hermione along for all the sparring, battling, hiking, and assorted exercises for both humans and Pokemon the Valhallan knew.

Which left…

"Pachirisu, Quick Attack!"

"Squirt, Bubble!"

Pachirisu squeaked when the bubbles struck her face, skidding when the ground became slick under her paws, unable to slow down.

"Tackle!"

Her forward momentum had Pachirisu meeting Squirt halfway, both tumbling head-over-tails as they separated.

Rising to her feet, Pachirisu rubbed at her eyes for a few moments, mildly disoriented, as Squirt shoved himself partway up.

Thinking quickly, Ginny leapt on the opportunity.

"Spark!"

"Squirt, Withdraw into a Rapid Spin!"

Pulling his limbs into the safety of his shell, Squirt was already beginning to spin when Pachirisu struck, electricity dissipating over the hard plates as he rocketed forward into her gut.

Momentum proved to be against the Electric-type once again, and she was sent flying past her trainer with a cry, too dazed to get back up just yet.

Scooping up her dizzy Squirtle as she crossed the battlefield, Hillevi crouched by Ginny's side to look Pachirisu over for serious injuries.

"She's alright." The Valhallan assured as Luna approached, Mickey the Trapinch securely latched onto her ponytail and Linus the Pumpkaboo bobbing around her shoulders. "Just a little winded, is all."

Letting out a relieved breath, Ginny cradled her young Pokemon close with a frown.

"I can't believe we lost so fast!" She admitted, frustrated. "I mean, we had the type advantage! You chose your Squirtle to make it easier!"

"Actually, I chose Squirt to make a point." Hillevi admitted, patting his shell as the Water-type took one of her hands to gum on.

"Are you going to share your wisdom with us, Obiwan?" Luna wondered dreamily.

"Uh…I guess?" She replied, deciding not to ask who or what an Obiwan was. "The point is that everyone thinks all you need is a type advantage to win any battle, but that's just not how it works. A strong enough Pokemon, or a smart trainer, can overcome that sort of thing with enough effort."

"Like Natsu when he fought Jellal!" Luna noted, smiling.

"Uh…sure." Hillevi conceded, starting to smile. "There's no easy way to win, so you need to keep practicing."

"Right…"

Ginny was silent for a moment, contemplating, before determination steeled her expression.

"Can we try again?"

The reddish-brunette smiled as Squirt sat up, practically quivering with excitement.

"Whenever you're ready."


	13. Chapter 13

"_Uh, what is __**she**__ doing here?_"

"_What did Levi do wrong in today's training?_"

"_The Hiccup __**showed up**_."

"_Is this some kind of a __**joke**__ to you?_"

"_You need to stop all of…__**this**_."

"_It's not so much what you __**look**__ like, it's what's __**inside**__ that he can't stand_."

"_**Figure out which side you're on**_."

Jerking awake, Hillevi blinked at the darkness of her shared bed before pressing a palm to the heavy pulse battering her ribs, almost feeling the scars left underneath.

Astrid shifted behind her for a heart-stopping moment before settling again with a sleepy grumble, and the reddish-brunette released a breath she had not known she was holding.

The nightmares-_memories, not nightmares, memories are worse_-popped up when least expected, picking at old wounds, and Hillevi wished she could just forget all of it.

Every shouted Hiccup, every sneered Useless, every shove and punch and kick…

She just wanted to pretend none of it ever happened.

_Too bad her own traitorous brain wouldn't let her_.

Big gold eyes blinked at her from across the room, and Latias raised her head with a questioning chirp as Meatlug shifted from her position between the beds, fully rousing Sharpshoot.

"I'm okay." She whispered, reaching out to pat the Lairon's head. "Just a nightmare."

Sharpshoot scoffed, climbing up onto the bed from her place on Meatlug's back to curl against their girl's front, tail-flame held safely away.

Hugging the warm body close, Hillevi let out a shuddering breath, tears pricking at her eyes.

"I'm fine…"

The Charmeleon growled low as Meatlug lifted her head to gently nuzzle the girl's hair, purring as warm saltwater wet her face.

"I'm fine…"


	14. Chapter 14

Hillevi knew that her way of dealing with emotions was not exactly…_healthy_.

While her father had always encouraged the personal training, he had never known about the long nights spent out in the woods practicing, of the sweat and blood and tears that went into being _worth something_…

It was not something she had felt in a long time, not since Hogwarts, and the relapse was brutal.

While the days were filled with strategizing and practice battles and classes, her nights found no sleep, and she always ended up on one of the nearby islands, testing her fists against trees while her Pokemon sparred.

There was no such thing as exhaustion, or hunger, just the desperate need to be stronger and faster and-

"_For once in your life, __**would you please just listen to me**__?_"

"_You've thrown your lot in with them. You're not a Viking. __**You're not my child**__._"

Jerking back into reality-_into the present_-, Hillevi straightened in her chair, blinking away the stars that filled her vision.

"Levi?" Hermione worried, looking up from where she was cradling Crookshanks the Espurr. "Are you okay?"

"Fine." The reddish-brunette replied, voice slurring for a moment from lack of sleep before she caught herself. "I'm fine. Just got a little lost in thought."

Astrid stared at her quietly, suspicious, as Oddish tried to reach up and grab an orange from a nearby bowl, chirping in thanks when Flora passed it to her with a vine.

"Are you sure?" Ginny pressed, handing Pachirisu a bunch of grapes to share with Rattata. "You don't look so good…"

"Honestly, I'm alright." Hillevi assured, seeing the concern in everyone's faces. "Maybe I haven't been sleeping well…There's a lot on my mind."

"No wonder!" Ron voiced, an entire pancake in his mouth. "You've been helping all of us train, and getting Harry and Neville ready for the Honor Battle."

"Maybe you should take a day off?" Neville suggested, brow furrowing in apprehension and guilt. "You really need to rest…"

"You only have two weeks left." She argued, Stormfly and Drumfire shifting anxiously at the new tension in her shoulders. "I can last that long. I'll sleep after, I promise."

None of them looked all that convinced, least of all Astrid, but at least knew a losing battle when they saw one.

_One day, she was going to have to learn how to lose this one_.

* * *

><p>"Enough!"<p>

Hillevi jerked fully upright, blinking up at Professor Snape with a hammering heart as the words kept repeating on loop in her brain.

"_It's a mess…You must feel horrible. You've lost everything._"

"_You've lost everything_..."

"_**You're not my child**__._"

The whole class had gone silent, not daring to make a single sound, and it was like that horrible silence in the Meeting Hall all over again.

"What…?"

"Are you trying to kill us all?" Professor Snape snapped, temper short as ever. "Or are you too busy daydreaming?"

Something twisted inside, a painful knot right at the base of her throat, and Hillevi could not form words.

This was not the first time she had drifted off mentally during a class since this whole mess started-_certainly not the first time in Potions_-, and it was clear the Head of Slytherin was done with it.

"You need to stop all of…_this_, before you send us all to an early grave."

It felt like being stabbed in the heart, and everyone, even the furious professor, watched with wide eyes as tears started to fall.

"_It's not so much what you __**look**__ like, it's what's __**inside**__ that he can't stand_."

"_Uh, what is __**she**__ doing here?_"

"_What did Levi do wrong in today's training?_"

"_The Hiccup __**showed up**_."

"_Is this some kind of a __**joke**__ to you?_"

"_For once in your life, __**would you please just listen to me**__?_"

"_You need to stop all of…__**this**_."

"I'm sorry." She whispered brokenly, running out before anyone could think of anything to say.

Stormfly immediately dropped the beaker she had been washing, not thinking to even shake off her wings as she took off after their girl, and Drumfire screeched at the startled professor, glaring, on his way out the door.

Astrid was frozen in her seat, heart cracking as she realized exactly what was going on.

_Levi_…

Falling apart at the seams, Hillevi barely held on long enough to pull herself into an out-of-the-way alcove before the first sob tore free, curling into a tight ball as more followed.

Toothless' ball warmed against her skin, rattling anxiously, as the others cracked open.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang wriggled in to press against her belly, rumbling loudly.

Squirt hugged her calf, sniffling in empathetic misery, while Spike pressed close to the prosthetic, nuzzling at the stump with a low rumble.

Arrow hopped onto her shoulder, chirping softly, as Stormfly and Drumfire took their usual perches, trilling and cooing in calming tones.

Trick hovered around her head, unable to touch and soothe, but muttering assurances and comforts that she would never fully understand.

"It's alright to cry."

Practically jumping out of her skin, Hillevi whipped her head around to see Luna sitting just inside the alcove, Mickey blinking at her from his usual perch and Linus bobbing in nervous patterns around the blonde's shoulders.

"Luna?" She choked out, swallowing the sobs and a fresh gulp of air. "What are you doing here?"

"I was looking for the troll stealing my socks." The half-Veela replied easily, fixing her with those wide, dreamy eyes. "They always steal the left ones."

Unable to help a laugh, Hillevi felt a smile start to grow.

"I know. What's up with that?"

Smiling in return, the younger girl climbed fully inside, bumping shoulders and earning a half-hearted chitter from Drumfire in rebuke.

They sat in silence for a while, only Hillevi's sniffles hanging between them.

"…They used to call me Hiccup." She whispered, as if afraid speaking the words aloud would send her back to that time. "I was born premature, you know? Always been smaller than the other kids. Sharpshoot and Meatlug…They were all I had for a long time. Even…"

Shoving down the pain, Hillevi forced herself to keep going.

"Even my father called me Hiccup, was always disappointed in me…He'd always say that I needed to stop being all of…this."

Gesturing to herself, the reddish-brunette blinked back fresh tears.

"Hiccup the Useless, the Worthless, the Fuck-Up…I hear it, over and over, in my head. It won't…"

Pressing a palm against one ear, Hillevi curled further into herself as Hookfang whined, distressed.

"It won't _stop_."

"Then make it stop."

It was said so matter-of-factly that she could only stare up at Luna, dumbfounded.

"When they called you those things, did you just lie down and take it? No!"

Hillevi jumped as the half-Veela leapt up to kneel in the small space.

"You went out there, and you proved them wrong!" She proclaimed, wide eyes clear and determined. "Who scaled the most treacherous mountain in Valhalla by herself in a single day? Who looked a Legendary in the face and made him trust her? Who faced down both Kyogre and Groudon and made them bend the knee?"

Eyes crossing as a finger was pointed at her face, the Valhallan pulled back slightly as Trick chuckled, spinning circles overhead with Linus.

"You did! And you proved every single one of them wrong!"

The words sunk in slowly, inching under her skin, and gold stars started to shine in the dark green of her eyes.

"I…I did." She whispered, starting to straighten.

"You are Hillevi Horrendous Haddock the Third! Champion of Rayquaza, Tamer of Dragons!"

Luna was quiet for a moment, passion tempered by sadness.

"You…are my friend. And I never thought you were a Hiccup."

The young blonde leaned into the embrace that followed, surrounded by their Pokemon, and Hillevi released a shuddery breath, some of the pain around her heart leaving with the last of her tears.

"Oh, Luna…I never thought you were, either."


	15. Chapter 15

On the day of the Honor Battle, the Great Hall was full to bursting.

Every Gryffindor, Ravenclaw, Hufflepuff and Slytherin had shown up to witness this rare occurrence, four blocks of color, while the professors sat on their platform above it all, surveying the new battlefield with varying degrees of interest and disappointment.

Even though she was a Gryffindor, Hillevi's status as a foreign guest got her and Astrid seats up with the professors, up front with Hagrid and ready to cheer for their friends.

The gentle giant absolutely adored Skullcrusher and Hookfang, letting them stand on his shoulders for a better look as the doors opened to let Harry and Neville enter.

All of Gryffindor roared over the boos and hisses from Slytherin and Ravenclaw, and Dratini lifted her head, ear-flaps twitching.

Chang and Edgecombe were dressed in black from head to toe, a bit of trim on their sleeves made to replicate a Honchkrow's wings, the black lipstick almost predatory.

Their House waved black towels, letting out cawing cries, as the resolute Gryffindors took their place on the other end of the battlefield.

"Psychological warfare." Astrid sneered, glaring at the Ravenclaws. "Pathetic."

Hookfang barked, Skullcrusher's jaw audibly snapping shut in agreement.

"Now that everyone is here, we can begin." Dumbledore noted as he rose, stepping forward as he gestured for both pairs to approach their assigned places. "As per the rules of this battle, I will allow you each one final chance to work through your dilemma with words and not violence."

The silence was expected, in Hillevi's opinion.

After all this time, all the preparation and training, turning back now would be cowardly.

"Very well." The headmaster conceded with a sigh. "The rules are as such: each trainer is allowed to send out a total of two Pokemon. A Pokemon may only be sent out once; if you switch out, that Pokemon is counted as fainted. No potions, held items, or berries are allowed. Nor can any other trainers interfere with the battle. After a Pokemon is knocked out, there will be a thirty second timeout for trainers to strategize. When a team can not send out a single Pokemon, the battle is over. The entire area may be used, but if I feel you are gravely endangering a trainer or an observer, I will declare this battle over. Understood?"

The four students replied in the positive, and Dumbledore gave them one last disappointed look before raising his hand.

"Begin!"

"Stumper, I choose you!"

"Ludwig, I choose you!"

"Go, Sneasel!"

"Go, Litleo!"

Hillevi felt her heart drop as the Fire/Normal-type leapt at Stumper with a Fire Fang.

"Ludwig, Smog!"

The dark, poisonous cloud obscured the area enough for Litleo to miss, and Neville was quick to respond.

"Ingrain!"

Roots spread through the ground from under the Smog, causing some students to leap back from the groping vines in fear of what would happen should they make contact.

"Now Grass Knot!"

"Icy Wind!" Edgecombe shouted, her Sneasel calling upon an arctic wind to blow the cloud away and reveal the tiny Ghost/Grass-type clinging to his roots, a green glow slowly healing him even as frostbite touched his leaves.

"Now a Faint Attack!"

"Flamethrower!" Harry countered, his Litwick releasing a stream of fire that forced the Dark/Ice-type to call off her attack.

"Their Pokemon are strong against Grass-types." Astrid noted, one hand cradling Oddish as the young Grass-type shuddered.

"Anything Neville sends out will be at a disadvantage." Hillevi agreed, brow furrowing in concern. "Stumper can't even hit either of them, and Sneasel has a type advantage against both of them. They'll have to be careful."

"Fire Fang!"

"Leech Seed!"

Stumper was struck just as he let off the attack, crying out as the flames coursed along his wooden helmet.

"Smog again!"

"Iron Claw!"

The Dark-type rushed into the cloud, and there was the distinct sound of her attack striking home.

"Didn't dodge that one!" Edgecombe mocked. "Icy Wind!"

This revealed the battlefield once more, and where Sneasel's claws were buried in Litleo's side, the other Pokemon dazed on his feed and covered in seedlings.

Stumper was on the ground, half frozen and half burned, barely able to raise his head.

"Flamethrower!" Harry ordered, Ludwig's Invisibility Ability fading to reveal he was right behind Sneasel, who was unable to dodge the stream of fire.

"NO!" Edgecombe shrieked, though it hardly changed the outcome.

"Sneasel has fainted!" Dumbledore declared, and all of Gryffindor began to scream and holler, stomping their feet.

The Pokemon retreated from the battlefield for the promised thirty second timeout, and Hillevi worried her lip as Skullcrusher and Hookfang climbed back into her lap.

"Stumper's really hurt…He'll definitely be out next turn."

"And they'll focus on Ludwig." Astrid voiced, knuckles turning white. "Setting up for their next Pokemon is key."

"Begin!"

"Quagsire!" Edgecombe shouted, pointing at Ludwig the moment her own Pokemon was released. "Water Gun!"

"Litleo, Fire Fang!"

"Shadow Ball!" Harry ordered, directing his Pokemon to attack Quagsire.

"Leech Seed!"

Stumper threw the seeds at Quagsire even as Litleo bore down on him, nearly breaking off one of his branches with the ferocity of it, while Ludwig's Shadow Ball rolled right off the Water/Ground-type's belly.

Barely blinking as the seeds sprouted, Quagsire merely opened his mouth and shot Ludwig into the assembled Hufflepuffs in a gush of cold water.

"Stumper and Ludwig have fainted!" Dumbledore shouted once it was clear neither Pokemon would rise. "One minute!"

Both Pokemon were recalled, and Astrid smirked, secretly pleased.

"Not bad."

Starting to smile, Hillevi bumped shoulders with her girlfriend, barely jostling Dratini.

"Yeah, not bad."

"Begin!"

"Flora, I choose you!"

"Emolga, I-!"

"TOKI!"

Everyone fell silent as little Togepi jumped out of Ron's arms and ran onto the battlefield, wagging her arm at Chang and apparently scolding her for hurting Ludwig.

Hillevi covered her mouth with both hands, realization dawning, and Astrid closed her eyes in dread, cursing softly.

Laughter soon exploded from the Slytherins and Ravenclaws, even Chang and Edgecombe joining in, and Hookfang glared at every one of them, Skullcrusher snapping his jaw continuously in growing rage.

Stepping up beside the baby Pokemon, Flora glanced back at their trainers before saying something that Togepi clearly agreed with, smiling brilliantly and raising her arms.

"Toki-PRIIIIII!"

"BULBA!"

Hillevi could only watch, stunned yet again, as both Pokemon began to glow a brilliant white.

_Just like_…

"Litleo! Headbutt!" Chang shouted in a panic, only for her Pokemon to be thrown back as the pair exploded with raw power that blinded almost everyone in the Great Hall.

Curling to shield Skullcrusher and Hookfang, the reddish-brunette let out a shuddering breath as the light faded, sharing a dumbfounded look with Astrid before looking down to see an Ivysaur and Togetic where the unevolved Pokemon had once stood.

Neville, it seemed, was the first to regain his bearings.

"Flora, Poison Powder!"

Quagsire coughed as he was coated in spores, and Litleo sprang into action on his trainer's orders.

"Litleo, Fire Fang!"

Togetic rose up, body suddenly coursing with electricity that she fired at the Fire-type, who cried out as he fell to the ground, twitching.

"She learns a lot from watching." Astrid muttered, rubbing Dratini's head with numb fingers.

"That's good." Hillevi replied, smile blossoming across her face. "Now let's see what she can do."

"Ready to make them regret laughing at us?" Harry wondered, earning an enthusiastic response from his Pokemon. "Then show Litleo what you learned from Ludwig!"

A stream of fire escaped the Fairy-type's mouth, and it was enough have the Fire/Normal-type falling over with a whimper, out cold.

"Litleo has fainted!"

Skullcrusher and Hookfang leaned forward, practically vibrating with excitement, as the last Pokemon was sent out.

"Go, Mienfoo! Fake Out!"

"Togetic, Intercept!"

The Flying-type darted between their opponent and Ivysaur, hardly effect by the tricky slap.

"Flora, Leech Seed! Now go for a Vine Whip Special Number Three!"

Edgecombe, clearly remembering their last encounter, had Quagsire intercept-

Only for Flora to reach past them to the professor's platform, grabbing a startled Flitwick's chair and yank it to strike Quagsire in the back of the head.

"Togetic, now show Mienfoo what you learned from Eevee!"

"Double-Slap!"

While her attack struck first, sending Togetic flipping end-over-end for a moment, the Fairy/Flying-type still shot off a Shadow Ball that sent Mienfoo toppling, groaning as the Leech Seed healed Flora.

"Sludge Bomb!" Edgecombe roared, and Quagsire expelled a glob of poisonous goo right at Togetic.

Crying out as she was struck, the Fairy-type crashed as the poison was absorbed into her skin.

"Are you okay?" Harry worried, though Togetic rose up with some effort, unwilling to stay down.

"Mud Bomb!"

Flora braced herself against the attack, waiting for Neville's next move.

"Petal Dance!"

The pink petals floated in the air for a moment before flying at both Mienfoo and Quagsire, the latter unable to dodge and falling under the onslaught.

"Quagsire has fainted!"

Skullcrusher barked, entire body wiggling as his tail wagged, and Hookfang roared as if the coming victory was their own.

"Mienfoo, use Brick Break!"

"Togetic!"

The Fairy/Flying-type flew forward, taking a shot in the belly-

And laying a happy little kiss on Mienfoo's cheek.

The cat-like Pokemon seemed as befuddled as everyone else, and Hillevi laughed aloud.

"Sweet Kiss." She realized. "Perfect."

The normally graceful Fighting-type fell flat on her face, blinking lazily as Leech Seed did its work.

"Flora, one more time!"

Despite her attempts to avoid the Petal Dance, it was futile, and she fell one last time.

"Mienfoo is out!" Dumbledore voiced. "Neville Longbottom and Harry Potter are the victors!"

Gryffindor practically made all of Hogwarts shake with their joy, Fred and George lifting Harry and Neville up-_with some help from Lee Jordan and Oliver Wood_-and dancing about in glee.

"Long live Neville the Brave!"

Approaching the crowd as both boys were finally set down, Hillevi grinned as she watched Neville embrace his old friend and Harry heal both Ludwig and then Togetic, who happily hugged her now-smaller friend in relief as Eevee and Emolga exited their Poke Balls.

"KARP!"

Astrid hardly blinked as she caught the red fish, glaring down at the disappointed Magikarp that had tried to swan-dive off the chandelier.

"How did he even get up there?" Hillevi wondered, peering up at the fixture yards overhead.

Neville and Harry broke off to approach their Ravenclaw opponents, who were resolutely _not_ looking at each other, and Astrid scoffed as Dratini poked Magikarp with the tip of her tail.

"Absolutely pathetic."

"Miss Chang, it's time to settle our wagers." Neville stated, firm.

"If you think-" Edgecombe sneered, practically bristling.

"Think carefully before you finish that statement, Miss Edgecombe." Professor Flitwick voiced sternly, approaching their little gathering. "Your actions are the reason you were in this duel in the first place, and why Ravenclaw lost one of its First Years. Now, give your Pokemon to Mister Longbottom and Mister Potter."

Harry took Edgecombe's Poke Balls while Neville took Chang's, both boys pulling out a pair of Revive Crystals and healing the Pokemon inside.

"We take these Pokemon as a sign of strength, and proof of the power and glory of the Ancient and Noble Houses of Longbottom and Potter." Neville recited, handing back the Poke Balls with a smile. "And we return them healed to prove our kindness and mercy."

Chang seemed to hiss the next words through her teeth, jaw clenched tight.

"It is a mercy…I will one day repay."

"I guess that just leaves the matter of House Points." Hillevi spoke up, looking to Head of Ravenclaw. "And Luna's belongings."

As Professor Flitwick whispered to Dumbledore, Luna approached with a list in hand.

"This is everything you took from me."

Looking over the list, Chang's lips twitched, and Astrid's gaze zeroed in on her, suspicious.

"Yes. Everything you have listed will be returned."

"In perfect condition." Professor McGonagall warned.

"Of course."

As the Ravenclaws left, Edgecombe on the fringes of their group, the blonde Valhallan watched them closely, fingers flexing for the familiar handle of her axe.

_Something wasn't right here, and she was going to figure out what_.


	16. Chapter 16

Chirping brightly, Latias twisted and turned in the air, delighted to once again be flying without any pain.

Watching the small Legendary dart in and out of the canopy overhead, Hillevi smiled at the happy cries that floated down, shoulders slumping.

Sensing a shift, Latias floated down, feathers ruffling and smoothing anxiously.

"It's alright." The Valhallan assured, reaching out to pat her neck. "I'm just glad you're all better."

Head cocked in curiosity, Latias reached forward to nudge the girl's cheek with her nose with a low coo, careful.

Biting her lip for a moment, Hillevi regained her composure and stepped back, breaking contact.

"You can go now. I'm sure you have better places to be."

Staring into the human's big green eyes, Latias considered her options for a few quiet moments, bobbing slightly over the grass.

"_I don't want to go._"

The child-like voice echoing in her head made Hillevi jump, gaze fixed on the Psychic-type Legendary in surprise.

"You…"

"_I like you_." Latias confessed, almost blushing under her feathers. "_You're really nice, like a big sister, and…I want to stay with you. Please?_"

Swallowing the knot that tried to block her voice, Hillevi nodded, tears making her eyes shine.

"Y-Yeah…Yeah, you can stay with me."

Squeaking in delight, Latias darted forward and pulled the small girl into a hug, spinning in circles barely a foot over the ground.

Earning a fit of giggles for her exuberance, the tiny Dragon-type Legendary placed her new trainer down gently, wings twitching with excitement.

"Well, if you're staying, you'll need a name." Hillevi noted, still giggling as Latias performed a couple of loop-de-loops.

"_A name! I've never had a name before!_"

Biting her lip in an attempt to stifle her smile, the Valhallan considered what she could…

"Cloudjumper." She decided, letting the grin peak through. "How's that sound?"


	17. Chapter 17

After the Honor Battle-_and her breakdown in Potions_-, it hardly surprised Astrid that Hillevi became extremely protective of Luna, and vice versa.

What _was_ slightly startling was how all of Gryffindor banded together around the tiny Valhallan after Professor Snape-_accidentally_-made her cry.

From the lowliest First Year to the most experienced Seventh Year, every single member of the House of the Brave gave the taciturn professor burning glares and cold shoulders, earning extra points in every other class to counteract his attempts to discipline them.

Professor McGonagall pointedly said nothing about the entire affair, even when confronted by her fellow Head of House, despite Fred and George's open scheming.

It was not uncommon to see most of Hufflepuff, or an assortment of Ravenclaws, also join in on the shunning, though Slytherin House stayed firmly out of the entire affair.

_Professor Snape held out for a long, stubborn week before finally caving_.

* * *

><p>Hillevi would never admit it out loud, but she was definitely avoiding Professor Snape.<p>

It was familiar, hiding from people that made her feel vulnerable, and though she was aware of how unhealthy so many of her coping methods were, the reactions were too ingrained to remove easily.

Curled amid the moss-softened roots of a tree-_a real one, not a Trevenant in disguise_-, the Valhallan balanced a sketchpad on her knees, gaze flicking up occasionally to take in the scene.

Toothless was fully stretched out in the soft grass, the tip of his tail flicking lazily as sunlight warmed his dark scales, completely at ease.

Meatlug roared playfully as she chased Skullcrusher, Hookfang, Squirt and Trick in circles, the younger Pokemon occasionally turning around to slow her down with an attack that did little damage against her steel hide, laughing all the while.

Cloudjumper darted through the leafy trees, chirping encouragement as Stormfly, Drumfire and Arrow followed right on her tail, racing each other while trying to perfectly mimic the larger flyer's aerial tricks.

Sitting on a nearby boulder, Sharpshoot turned her head to scan the edges of their glade periodically, unwilling to take any chances.

Spike was perched next to her, trying to copy the older Pokemon's posture and serious expression in an-_in Hillevi's opinion_-adorable imitation, an effort which seemed to amuse Sharpshoot greatly.

Tail going still, Toothless slowly raised his head and looked in the direction of Hogwarts, great green eyes unblinking.

The change did not go unnoticed.

The running youngsters immediately hit the brakes, Meatlug stepping over them like a great shield, while Cloudjumper swooped down into the coils Toothless was making, covering the young Flying-type's with her wings and following his gaze, bristling.

Sharpshoot was immediately on-edge, and shoved Spike behind her when the baby Pokemon moved to join.

Closing her sketchpad and setting it aside, pen rolling off into the grass, Hillevi craned her head, trying to see what her Pokemon had sensed.

The day was crisp and cool, finally bleeding into autumn, though the leaves had yet to change color or fall.

A breeze whistled past, swinging her braid, and the Valhallan took a deep breath to calm her nerves.

_If they were in danger, Toothless would have already dealt with the threat_.

Sharpshoot growled as the approaching figure came into view, and the reddish-brunette almost curled into her hiding spot as Professor Snape stopped just outside the tree line in deference to the agitated Pokemon.

_When Meatlug lowered her head, as if preparing to charge, she decided it was time to face this_.

Forcing herself up, left leg tingling as weight was pressed on the prosthetic once more, Hillevi stepped out onto the grass with a deep, fortifying breath.

"That's enough."

With a huff, Sharpshoot stepped back, tail wrapped protectively around Spike as the flame flickered threateningly.

Meatlug forcibly relaxed, pressing gently on the young Pokemon huddled against her belly and rumbling softly.

"_Are you sure, Big Sister Levi?_" Cloudjumper worried, wings twitching.

"_I'm sure_." Hillevi replied mentally, trying to project calm despite how nervous this encounter was making her.

"Hello, professor..." She voiced uncertainly, fingers starting to twist around each other. "I, uh…didn't expect to see you…you know, _here_."

Professor Snape raised a single eyebrow, deadpan.

"Obviously."

Shoulders hunching inward, like Meatlug curling up for a Rollout, she shuffled nervously in the grass, prosthetic tapping.

Toothless, who had been silently watching the exchange, narrowed his glowing green eyes on the professor.

_Reluctant as he was, Snape knew better than to get on the wrong side of a Legendary_.

"I came to apologize for my…insensitive remark." He admitted, scowling. "It was not my intention to make you cry."

"Not the first time you've made a student cry." Hillevi noted, an uncertain smile on her face. "But it was my fault for being in your class while…compromised. I'm sorry for making a scene. I completely understand if you never want me in your classroom again."

Drumfire chittered in rebuke, obviously of the opinion none of this was their girl's fault, and Stormfly smacked him with a wing.

"That won't be necessary." Professor Snape replied, carefully neutral. "Even on your worst day, you are infinitely better than the fools I teach. Though that is not saying much at all."

Cloudjumper relaxed at the little giggle Hillevi let out at that, gold stars shining in her eyes.

_That was likely the nicest thing Snape had ever said to a student, let alone a Gryffindor_.

"Thank you, professor."

"Just call off your Growlithes." Professor Snape grumbled, clearly done with the whole concept of 'feelings'. "They're barking is giving me a migraine."

The smile blossomed into a grin, and Hillevi ducked her head in a nod.

"Of course."


	18. Chapter 18

Professor Lockhart was, in Hillevi's honest opinion, not a very good teacher.

He would wander into the classroom more than ten minutes late, hand out autographed pictures of himself, and regale the class with stories of meeting and vanquishing Legendary Pokemon.

There was no reading or practice, no discussions on Pokemon types and which were effective against what, and little in the way of verifiable facts.

Astrid pointedly ignored the man, only glaring at him silently when addressed, and her Pokemon followed suit.

Hillevi tried to be polite, but the look in his eyes when he learned about Toothless…

There was no trusting Lockhart, she decided, and kept an eye on him from then on.

* * *

><p>"I have a special treat for all of you!" Lockhart claimed, having arrived fifteen minutes late-<em>as usual<em>-thanks to 'answering fan-mail'. "This is, after all, a very special day! October thirty-first, Halloween! The day of so many miracles! A day of fond memories! Mister Malfoy, what is your favorite Halloween memory?"

Draco puffed up a bit at that, happy to brag.

"Every year, the Malfoy family holds a grand Halloween Ball. The elegance and majesty of the event would make even the lowest of the low feel like kings, if only for a day."

"Very good!" Lockhart replied, apparently ignorant of the smirk he sent Ron's way near the end. "Miss Patil, what about you?"

As stories were exchanged, some more enthusiastically than others, Hillevi looked to Harry in concern.

After last year, it was not really a secret what he had been through, and Halloween was not exactly a happy day for him.

"Mister Potter?"

The boy looked up from his intense staring contest with the desk, caught off-guard from being called on.

Several Slytherins began to chuckle, but Skullcrusher's audibly snapping jaws shut them right up.

"Why don't you share your favorite Halloween memory?" Lockhart wondered.

"I'm…I'm good, professor. I'm sure-"

"Nonsense!" The man cut in, sitting on Harry's desk. "You must have a good memory of celebrating Halloween."

"No, sir, I don't."

"No need to be bashful!"

"I'm-"

"Come on, Potter, spit it out already!" Draco called out, joined by others of his House.

Astrid's glare could have cracked stone, and Hillevi resisted the urge to let Sharpshoot out to teach the 'Prince of Slytherin' another lesson.

"Well, sir, considering I spent nearly ten years in an abusive household where I was treated little better than a slave, I don't have many memories of Halloween that didn't involve being struck, starved or ignored." Harry replied with a scowl. "There are only two I can think of right now, to be honest. Would you prefer to hear about how my friends and I were nearly killed by rampaging Golurks sicced on us by your predecessor? Or would you prefer to hear about how my mother and father were brutally murdered in front of me when I was barely a year old by Voldemort?"

The entire classroom went deadly silent. Lockhart coughed, trying his best to dispel the awkwardness he had-_apparently unknowingly_-forced them all into.

"Well…Yes…Well then, I guess it is up to me to provide you, and all the rest of you, with a beloved Halloween memory!"

Walking back to his desk, the airheaded professor brought out-

"A baby Zekrom!" Hillevi gasped, wide-eyed.

Even Astrid focused back in at that, though both Valhallan's ignored the following story of how Lockhart found the egg and the plug-in for his newest book, 'Racing with Zekrom'.

Valhalla, especially Berk, was considered by many other regions to be a prominent nesting ground for all Dragon-types, including Legendaries.

Zekrom, Reshiram, Dialga, Palkia…

Even Giratina had been spotted in the skies a handful of times over the years, though no one had ever been particularly happy about any of these visits in the past.

For a baby to be born anywhere else was extremely rare.

As the Second Years moved to get a closer look at the baby Legendary, Hillevi passed a hand down Hookfang's back to ease her sudden bout of nerves while Skullcrusher pressed into the crook of her arm with an agitated grumble.

Everything happened so fast after that.

Draco shoved Seamus out of the way to get his turn sooner, Lockhart stumbled, Crabbe-_or maybe Goyle, they were awfully alike_-flailed in a panic and struck the baby Zekrom in the face, and said baby proceeded to freak out and fire Thunderbolts everywhere.

Meatlug appeard in a flash of light from her Poke Ball, roaring as their group dove to hide underneath her, the electric attacks dispersing almost harmlessly over her steel hide.

Flora squawked as Lockhart tried and failed to calm the tiny Zekrom, and Oddish tried to bury herself in Astrid's stomach now that Staryu and Dratini were safely in their Poke Balls.

Hermione cradled Ralts close as the attacks struck too close for comfort, and Skullcrusher roared a challenge, practically bristling as Hookfang echoed him.

A yelp and a thud heralded someone being grazed, and Hillevi peeked out to see one of the Slytherin bodyguards pinning Draco to the floor.

"Goyle, you idiot! Stop drooling on my leg!"

"Serves 'em right!" Ron complained, kicking at a nearby chair in frustration. "This is their entire fault!"

"It doesn't matter whose fault this is." Astrid snapped, one arm cradling her young Grass-type close. "What matters is getting out of here without being hit."

"Meatlug won't fit through the door." Hillevi admitted, patting a solid foreleg as her friends gathered up their backpacks. "At the first sign of a lull, I'll recall her and we make a break for it."

Everyone nodded, listening…

"Move!" Harry shouted, and they were already at the door once Meatlug was safely in her Poke Ball, escaping safely into the hallway.

"Come on, I need a breath of fresh air after that." Harry voiced, gripping his knees as he panted.

Hermione glanced back, lip worried between her teeth.

"Maybe we shouldn't ditch class…"

"What are you doing?" Draco's shout came through the door. "When my father-AHHHHHHHHHH!"

"I vote we just ignore that and go take a walk along the lake." Ron offered.

The female Gryffindor was unable to argue, being clearly outvoted, and eventually hung her head, motioning for them to lead the way.

After passing Filch and making it outside, all of their Pokemon were released and given the all-clear to play while the humans settled on the grass.

Eevee, Sam, Emolga and Cubchoo were playing with the ball Neville had brought, while Snorunt made some snow for her and Ralts to play in.

Stumper seemed to be studying the nearby grass while Crookshanks curled up in Hermione's arms, uninterested in joining any of the games.

Squirt and Trick happily joined in playing with the ball, laughing as Squirt playfully sprayed everyone with water, while Meatlug settled down for a nap, Sharpshoot taking her usual perch on the larger Pokemon's back.

Spike clambered up after her, nearly slipping on the smooth steel plates before Sharpshoot caught him by the loose skin on the back of his neck and lifted the baby Pokemon the rest of the way up.

Staryu and Dewgong lazed in the water, content in their element, while Oddish sunned herself on the larger Water-type's back, leaves fully unfurled.

Skullcrusher and Hookfang immediately started their favorite game of digging up Krabby and chasing them along the shoreline, barking in glee when the tiny Water-types sprayed back and wrestling each other into the damp sand with high-pitched squeals.

Ludwig was practically having fits from Togetic dipping her feet into the lake and floating up when the Lapras, Marill, or Ginger popped up to tickle her, chasing her while constantly checking his wick.

Cloudjumper loved the new game, and the poor Litwick was practically run ragged trying to chase all five of the flying Pokemon around.

"I really should talk to Ludwig about babying Togetic." Harry noted as Toothless curled in the air, dipping his tail down for Togetic to hop off like a springboard. "She's not an infant anymore, and doesn't need protecting."

Catching the ball Emolga lost a grip on thanks to Squirt's Water Gun, Ron tossed it back into the fray.

"Let him have his fun. He seems to enjoy being a mother hen."

"Well, maybe he should redirect his henning to another Pokemon." Hermione suggested, pointing to a certain red fish with a plastic bag around his face. "Like your Magikarp."

"Hey! Stop doing that!"

Rolling her eyes as Heracross laughed, Astrid yanked the plastic away as Ron threw the suicidal Pokemon into the lake, and Dewgong huffed in amusement.

"When Magikarp finally achieves his wish, will he carve 'Brooks Was Here' in a beam?" Luna wondered, plopping down next to Neville, Linus sitting on her head like a hat and Mickey clamped onto the sleeve of her pink-dyed jacket.

A tree branch, with a bit of string tied to one end and smaller branches hanging off the other, dangled from her hand, and Hillevi resisted the urge to ask what it was.

"What are you doing out of class?" Neville asked.

"I could ask you the same thing, but I won't. And yet I did. The world is a funny place."

"There you are!" Ginny called, running up and plopping down next to the half-Veela as her Rattata and Pachirisu wrestled across the grass, chittering away. "Where did you wander off to?"

"I found a keyblade." Luna explained, holding up her branch. "But when I got close, a protection spell turned it into a stick. I hope none of the Heartless decide to attack."

"What are you guys doing out here, anyway?" Ron demanded, annoyed.

"I think half of the school got their classes done early." Ginny replied, shrugging. "One of the Fourth Year Slytherins accidentally created a gas cloud in Professor Snape's class. Only those classes on the highest floors are still going on. The rest of us ran out to escape the stink. What about you guys?"

"Lockhart's pet dragon tried to cook us." Harry grumbled.

"That is a rude piece of chewing gum, isn't it?" Luna sympathized.

"You wouldn't cook us, would you bud?" Hillevi cooed, patting Toothless' nose as he came to settle around the group.

The massive Legendary opened one eye and snorted, nearly knocking her over as he smiled, rumbling.

"So…Have you figured out a trade yet, Ron?" Ginny wondered, giving her brother an innocent smile as he began to sputter and fume.

Harry had talked with him, having sensed that the Electric-type preferred Ron, about giving him Emolga, and Ron had shown the infamous Pride of Weasley in refusing to accept his favorite Pokemon until he had a worthy one to trade for him.

_Ginny, on the other hand, was apparently fine with freebies_.

"I'm just saying, Pachirisu could use a friend…"

"Emolga is mine! Harry and I have a standing trade! You are _not_ going to jump in and take him!" Ron retorted, glaring, and his sister shrugged.

"I'm just saying that by the time you actually catch a Pokemon, I could have raised Emolga and mated him to a female…"

"No!" The male Weasley exploded, stomping over to peer in the lake, as if a rare Pokemon would just appear. "I just have to-HEY!"

Reaching in, he pulled out Magikarp, mouth filled to bursting with seaweed.

"Stop that!"

"I'll get a doctor!" Luna said, staring at the sky. "Calling Doctor Bombay, calling Doctor Bombay! Emergency, emergency, come right away!"

It was like a jolt of electricity, stiffening every muscle in her body as Toothless went dangerously still, head whipping around to stare towards the castle.

Cloudjumper cried out, every feather on her body standing on end and bringing her out of focus in agitated waves, and Hillevi was standing in moments, heart starting to pound.

_Something was wrong_.

Harry was on his feet as well, and their eyes met, confused and on-edge.

"You can hear it, too?"

Before she could ask what he meant, a horrible screech cut through air, and the group covered their ears in an attempt to block it out.

All of the nearby Pokemon wailed and cried out at the piercing noise, even the Lapras and Marill, and Toothless reared his head back with such an angry, earth-shaking roar that made Hillevi trembled all the way to her bones.

Harry took off across the grass, heedless to any calls of his name, and she was not far behind, Toothless uncurling to shoot himself ahead of them as Cloudjumper darted in to fly by her side.

A hard left led them into one of the many courtyards that were nestled against the castle, and both skidded to a stop, dumbstruck.

Even the others, when they caught up, were also shocked into silence.

"What's the meaning of this?" Filch demanded, waving a mop handle at them and scowling as the water sloshed onto his pant leg. "If that was one of the Weasley Twins idea of a prank, I'll…"

The anger tore apart into despair as he finally took in the scene.

"No…No!"

Rushing forward, the man dropped to his knees, wracked with sobs as he cradled the unresponsive body of his Purugly.

"Missus Norris…What have ya done to her?"

He suddenly whipped around, wild with fury, and zeroed in on Harry.

"You…You killed her! _You killed her_!"

When Filch lurched forward, hands outstretched to wring the boy's neck, Ludwig shouted and leapt in front of his trainer, quickly joined by the others as Toothless curled a clawed paw around them, snarling.

"You, you dare have your precious little Pokemon come between us?" He raged, hefting up the mop bucket still dangling from one hand. "How about I douse that Litwick of yours till he's nothing more than a puddle-!"

Before Sharpshoot, Trick, or Stormfly could come to their friend's defense, a firm hand clamped down on Filch's wrist, forcing him to a painful stop.

"Back. Away." Professor Snape ordered coldly.

"What are you-?"

"Threaten the Litwick again, and these brats will be the least of your worries." The potions professor hissed, almost too low to hear, as he twisted Filch's hand until the man fell to his knees. "Or should I say the _last_ of your worries?"

Cloudjumper whined lowly, pressing into the circle of Hillevi's arms at the animosity both men were sending out in waves.

Once Filch retreated, Professor Snape took a moment to check on Ludwig before turning his attention to the courtyard.

"Now then, what is the meaning of…this…"

Silence followed as he stared, too speechless for words, at the black graffiti on the wall that blinked back at them.

This was the scene Dumbledore and Professor McGonagall arrived to, Toothless staring down the wall of letter-shaped Pokemon with the group of Gryffindors huddled in his coils, Filch practically sobbing over Missus Norris and Professor Snape gaping at them.

"What…What is it?" Professor McGonagall asked quietly. "Some sort of design?"

"I am surprised you've never seen the ancient runes." Dumbledore replied, taking a step forward. "They can be found in many places, such as the Ruins of Alpha in Johto, the Sunken Palace in Unova, and now, apparently, in Avalon."

There was a pause, and Hillevi felt Meatlug growl as much as heard it.

"The better question, my dear, would be 'who are they'." Dumbledore admitted. "Unown. The ancient runes of our world are based upon their shapes. They are known as the messengers of Kings and Gods…And only a fool would take their warnings lightly."

"What…What does it say?" Hermione asked, finding her voice.

Astrid agreed; the letters were familiar enough, but the fact they breathed and blinked back was unsettling enough to throw her focus.

"It reads: 'The Chamber of the Unown has been opened. Enemies of the Heir, Beware'. Enemies of the Heir…The Heir, here?"

"They did this." Filch whispered, voice quivering. "They killed Missus Norris and put that up there to-to brag about it!"

"Don't be absurd." Professor Snape snapped. "Potter and his dull-witted band of hooligans might be hooligans, but they are in no way powerful enough or clever enough to command the Unown."

"And while Miss Haddock may be able to, she would never harm another person's Pokemon outside of battle." Professor McGonagall agreed. "Can't you see how disturbed her own Pokemon are?"

And it was true; Skullcrusher and Hookfang were huddled between her legs, bellies low and trembling, Stormfly pressed tight against her neck and Drumfire hidden in the stretched-out neck of her sweater-dress, whining in a sub-vocal hum that made her heart twist.

Petting Cloudjumper's neck as the small Legendary buried her face against soft cotton with a whimper, Hillevi moved to shield them, remembering Filch's threats against Ludwig as Sharpshoot snarled.

"Severus is right." Dumbledore agreed. "The Unown listen only to their masters. History speaks of only a few bloodlines that held the power to command the Unown, and those few with the strength and conviction to possibly command them are not in Avalon…Or so I thought."

Professor McGonagall, who had moved to comfort the grieving Filch, yelped when she placed a hand on Missus Norris.

"She's alive!"

"She…She lives?" He whispered, fear and hope warring across his face.

"I can feel her heart. It's a weak pulse, but it _is_ there."

"Petrified." The headmaster mumbled, waving away the curious looks sent his way by the younger audience. "I believe you eight should return to the Gryffindor tower so you might wash up for supper. And, if you might indulge an old man, I would ask you to keep this quiet. I am not foolish enough to believe that word will not spread by breakfast tomorrow, but I wish for you all to remain silent on much of what you've seen."

"Of course, professor." Hermione stuttered.

Recalling all of her Pokemon besides the pair of Legendaries, Meatlug and Sharpshoot, Hillevi pressed a hand to Toothless' jaw.

"Come on, bud." She whispered, feeling the tension coursing through him. "We'll figure this out, but not here."

Finally relenting, the great Legendary turned his head away, nudging Cloudjumper's back and rumbling low to soothe her distress as they finally moved away from the courtyard.

Sharing a look with Astrid, Hillevi frowned, deeply disturbed.

"Something's not right." She admitted, reaching out to press a hand against Toothless' scales in reassurance. "Not right at all."


	19. Chapter 19

Stepping into one of Hogwarts' many walled courtyards, Hillevi smiled as she saw all of the First Years sitting along the edges, Houses mingling freely in their excitement.

"Alright, listen up!" Astrid barked, marching into the clear space left in the middle and pinning each of the students with a firm blue gaze. "You're all here to _really_ learn how to battle, so shut up and pay attention!"

Giggling at her girlfriend's-_admittedly intimidating_-entrance, Hillevi stepped forward and placed a hand on Astrid's arm.

"Now that we have your attention…" The reddish-brunette teased, starting to smile at the faint blush and grumbling she got in return as the other Valhallan relaxed. "We're going to start with a demonstration on what a usual battle looks like. All you guys have to do right now is watch, okay?"

A series of enthusiastic nods answered, even the First Year Slytherins too thrilled at the prospect of seeing an actual battle to rein in their response.

Moving to stand opposite her girlfriend, Hillevi released Sharpshoot as Dewgong appeared in a similar flash of light, slapping her tail against the ground with a battle cry.

Colin Creevey practically squealed, taking a quick picture as his Mime Junior hopped about in delight.

"Dewgong, Aqua Tail!"

"Slash!"

Sharpshoot ducked under the swing of her opponent's heavy, water-coated tail, arm pulled back as she darted in to knock Dewgong back with a swipe of sharp claws.

"Hail, then Aqua Ring!"

Rising up from her forced sprawl, the Water/Ice-type called for a deep layer of cold clouds, not even batting an eye as baseball-sized pieces of ice started to fall over the battlefield.

Her control was so exact that none of the humans were so much as chilled by the change in weather, a fact that Astrid was very proud of.

As the ring of water formed, slowly healing, Sharpshoot roared her annoyance at the bits of ice bouncing off her tough hide.

"Flame Charge!"

Vapor erupted around the Charmeleon as she lunged, flames crackling in a trail of sparks as she struck Dewgong and her Aqua Ring, creating an explosion of steam as the two opposites collided.

"Dewgong!" Astrid called, unsure how her Pokemon had fared in the clash. "Ice Beam!"

"Sharpshoot, Flamethrower!"

The First Years had to shield their eyes as the twin beams hit each other in a shockwave that pushed aside the clinging mist, shoving the two Pokemon apart as sightlines cleared.

"Sunny Day!"

With a roar, the Fire-type called for the sun to break apart the hail-dropping clouds, tail-flame flaring with new strength as Dewgong whined.

"Now finish it with a Brick Break!"

"Counter with Aqua Tail!"

Before the seal-like Pokemon could even raise her tail, Sharpshoot leapt into her guard and brought her clawed paws down with a powerful CRACK that slammed Dewgong into the ground.

Silence followed as the First Years waited with baited breath for her to rise, but Dewgong whined, staying down in acceptance of defeat.

Releasing a sigh, Astrid sent her girlfriend a rueful smile.

"Why do you need a bodyguard again?"

"Because you love me." Hillevi responded cheekily, patting Sharpshoot's head as her Charmeleon helped Dewgong up.

Looking around at all of the wide, awed faces, her smile widened into that familiar, lopsided tilt.

"Who wants to give it a try?"
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TWANG!

"Stormfly, Disarming Voice!"

Five ceramic discs shattered simultaneously, and the Swablu trilled happily as she spun a few loop-de-loops.

TWANG!

"Drumfire, Air Cutter!"

The ceramic disk was cut into four even pieces, and Drumfire swooped in to catch one before it broke on the ground, a touch smug.

TWANG!

"Arrow, Quick Attack!"

Fast as her wings would allow, the tiny Pidgey broke through one, two, three-

Breaking the last with her beak mere inches from the ground, Arrow crowed in triumph, landing on her girl's shoulder and flaring her wings at having _finally_ gotten fast enough to destroy four targets.

Gently scratching the Flying-type's belly, Hillevi giggled as Stormfly landed on her braid, cottony wings neatly folded, and Drumfire clung to her other shoulder, purring as he rubbed against one cheek.

"Good job." She praised, stepping back from the launcher to prevent setting it off accidentally.

_Again_.

"Who wants strawberries?"

The three bird Pokemon trilled and chirped in delight, eager for their favorite treat, and the reddish-brunette smiled.

"Well, I'll take all that as a 'yes'…"

The pair of Poke Balls hanging around her neck, one solid black and the other red with a blue triangle, rattled ominously.

Stormfly went quiet, gaze locking on something, and Hillevi turned to see Cho Chang standing by the nearby trees, just watching.

A shiver of dread went down her spine, and Drumfire's purring turned into a low growl as Arrow puffed up, making herself seem larger.

Wrapping one hand around Toothless' and Cloudjumper's miniaturized Poke Balls, Hillevi squared her shoulders and glared right back.

_I'm a Viking_, she reminded herself. _Vikings never retreat_.

The old Viking stubbornness proved as immovable as ever, and Chang eventually left after one last contemptuous look, without a single word being said between them.

Releasing a heavy breath, Hillevi finally relaxed, confusion seeping through.

"What was _that_ all about?"
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"A Battle Club?" Ron read, eyeing the flyer Hermione had handed him as the group headed towards Gryffindor Tower to relax after dinner.

"Yeah!" The female Gryffindor replied, practically bouncing. "They're going to hold it at seven pm! We can get actual battle experience, and extra credit-"

"Hermione." Astrid voiced, eyeing the younger girl skeptically as Dratini cocked her head, confused. "You get almost perfect scores in all your classes. Why would you need extra credit?"

Blushing, Hermione waved off the indirect compliment.

"Well, I don't really need it, but it can't hurt!"

"No one needs extra credit." Harry added. "Lockhart doesn't even use an A, B, C, D scale. He just gives you pass or fail. The entire class is getting perfect scores."

"Even Goyle and Crabbe." Ron agreed. "Surely a sign of the end of days."

"So what use is extra credit when we are getting perfects?" Harry finished.

Hermione scowled at the reminder of the one thing she disagreed with her idol about, and Hillevi shook her head in sympathy as Squirt gurgled around her fingers.

"Well, okay, so maybe we don't need the extra credit per say, but…but wouldn't it be great to get some actual experience having a battle against someone? We can learn so much, and get a ton of practice time!"

Spike barked in annoyance, ears trembling, as both Valhallans levelled blank looks on the girl.

"And what are we? Chopped liver?" Hillevi voiced, a touch hurt.

She understood that Hermione had a bit of a celebrity crush on Professor Lockhart, perhaps was even a bit blinded by it and her obedience to authority, but he had certainly not been teaching them anything.

"This is Lockhart." Harry insisted. "We'll be lucky he doesn't turn this into a fan club for himself."

"When are you going to let this go, Harry?" Hermione wondered with a dainty sniff, shoving aside her guilt. "Wasn't the Zekrom enough proof?"

"I thought it was a Reshiram." Neville admitted, shrugging. "I always get those two confused."

"Black is Zekrom, white is Reshiram." Hillevi offered, smiling. "Lightning comes from a black sky, the sun peaks through white clouds."

"Huh, that actually makes a lot of sense…"

Harry shook his head, answering Hermione's question.

"No, it wasn't. There is something very odd about Lockhart, and until I figure out what it is, I'm not going to let my guard down around him."

"I agree." Astrid voiced, Oddish nodding seriously as she scuttled along to keep up. "I don't trust him."

"Come on, Neville." Hermione tried. "Don't you think it would be really cool-?"

"Uh, no, not really." He admitted, flashing a weak, nervous smile at her incredulous look. "Sorry, but I don't like practicing in front of a lot of people. Flora and I do better on our own, working at our own pace."

"Hillevi!" Hermione turned, a touch desperate. "Don't you think it's a good opportunity?"

"I'm sorry, but I don't really trust Professor Lockhart, either." The reddish-brunette replied, ducking her head as Squirt climbed onto her shoulder, serious. "While I think battling with others is important, you guys don't really need a battle club for that, and I don't think he'd be particularly helpful in improving your strategies."

"So none of you want to go?" She complained, arms thrown wide. "None of you want to put in the hard work, or deal with a professor you irrationally hate? You are going to let those weak excuses keep you from grasping this rare opportunity to further your education?"

The group shared a quiet look before shrugging.

"Uh huh."

"Yup."

"I guess so."

"Pretty much."

"Not like we need it."

"Well, too bad, because we're already here!"

Looking up from where she had been sharing an eye-roll with Spike, Hillevi realized that they had been led to the Battle classroom while distracted by the conversation instead of Gryffindor Tower.

With Professor Lockhart practically blocking the door, they were well and truly stuck.

_Darn_…

"What's Professor Flitwick doing here?" Ron wondered, taking a seat in the middle of the classroom.

"He's a Champion." Hermione informed them. "He's been awarded the Avalon League Championship six times, and he's won in Sinnoh and Kalos, too."

"If he's so great, why isn't he teaching the Battle Class?" The Weasley continued. "Not that I don't like Lockhart, a pass is a pass in my book, but you'd think the Headmaster would have Professor Flitwick running things if he was so great."

"Flitwick wouldn't want the job, what with the curse." Neville voiced, helping Flora onto an empty chair as Hillevi sat both Squirt and Spike on her lap, blinking at him owlishly with the others. "What? It is cursed. My Uncle Algie told me all about it."

"There are no such things as curses." Hermione pointed out.

"Just like there isn't a Master Ball?" Harry quipped.

Ron nodded as a memory returned.

"Yeah, yeah! My brothers told me about this! They haven't been able to find a Battle instructor that could last a year! Some get injured, others quit for mysterious reasons…The position is cursed!"

"And again, I reiterate, there is no such thing as curses."

"Of course there are." Luna replied, sitting next to Flora with Ginny.

Hermione glared, apparently done with the half-Veelas strange ramblings-

"Granted, normally only Ghost Pokemon use it, but I know of other Pokemon that can use the Curse attack as well."

Hillevi patted the deflated Hermione's shoulder in sympathy, though she was unwilling to offer words.

"What are you two doing here?" Ron asked the two First Years.

"Luna said that if I missed this, I would be really disappointed." Ginny replied with a shrug, glancing at her friend. "Almost didn't make it, since this one was running late."

"I wasn't running late, you were. Besides, a wizard is never late, nor is he early. He arrives precisely when he means to."

"Except you aren't a wizard." Hermione grumbled. "Or male."

"Of course I'm not." Luna replied, head tilting. "What a silly thing to say. Why are you so silly, Hermione?"

"What are you six doing here?" Ginny cut in quickly.

"Hermione tricked us." Neville answered honestly.

"I demand this time back." Astrid muttered as Lockhart climbed onto the raised platform in front of the room. "_In full_."

"Greetings, students!" The professor shouted, throwing off his lab coat and tossing it to a Fourth Year-_and surprisingly macho_-Hufflepuff who squealed in delight. "Welcome to Battle Club! I know what you're thinking. Professor Lockhart, how can you even take on another project, what with you shaping the minds of young students, writing your new book, doing interviews for Tracker Monthly, and searching the Forbidden Forest for the rare Mewthree? Well, my answer is simple. I am just-that-good!"

The classroom burst into applause and laughter, Oddish glaring around with this disapproving expression while Staryu and Dratini seemed to shake their heads in shame.

"Just when I think my faith in humanity can't sink any lower…" Harry groused, earning soft agreement from Neville, Astrid and Hillevi.

"A bit of a git, but he did direct Thor well." Luna chimed in as Professor Lockhart motioned for silence.

"Now, while I do want to work with all of you, I am afraid that so many students will be trying for even me, so I have gotten some help. While he isn't yours truly, Professor Flitwick is a skilled Pokemon battler, and has won many trophies and awards. I know we can all learn something from him, so let's give him a round of applause!"

The resulting cheers were not as enthusiastic, but Professor Flitwick hardly seemed to mind as he climbed onto a stool to better address the students.

"Hello there! My hope is that you see this class not just as a chance to earn a few extra credits points or a way to get your Pokemon more experience. Battling is more than a simple back and forth with Pokemon firing attacks like they were softballs trying to knock down soda bottles. To battle with Pokemon is to dance. It is a dance of fire and ice and water and steel. It is one among four partners, two trainers and two Pokemon. Each sides works together to create strategies and the other side tries not just to stop the attack, but to counter and use it to launch one of their own. It is a back and forth, parry and thrust, thrust and parry. When done correctly, both sides leave the battle fulfilled, knowing they gave it their all. The winner achieves glory, and the loser honor in having created something beautiful."

To Hillevi, it certainly sounded that way; the few serious battles she had been involved in were fierce and bloody, focused on survival and the safety of others.

In a more controlled environment, without the threat of death, maybe it could be beautiful.

"Yes, yes, very good." Professor Lockhart replied, clapping his hands. "Now, I think we should begin with a demonstration. Oh, no."

Waving off Professor Flitwick as he started to pull out a Poke Ball, the Battle instructor smiled a touch nervously.

"Not me, professor. While I would love nothing more than to battle you, I fear our battle would take so long that we would be unable to do anything else this meeting."

Professor Flitwick pursed his lips, but did put away his Poke Ball.

"We do have a couple of special guests, however!"

Hillevi wished she had the chance to duck down before Professor Lockhart spotted them, and Astrid cursed under her breath.

"Who else would like to see a demonstration of a true Valhallan battle?"

The crowd certainly seemed enthusiastic about the idea, and Professor Flitwick offered the pair a conciliatory look.

"Would you ladies like to battle for us? I'm sure it would be an educational experience for all of us."

Sharing a look with her girlfriend, Hillevi recalled Squirt and Spike as Astrid did the same with her own young Pokemon, standing with a lopsided, unsure smile.

"Yeah, we can do that."

Swinging herself up onto the raised platform, Astrid offered a hand to help her girlfriend up, and the reddish-brunette nodded in thanks.

"Ready to show them what we can really do?"

The blonde started to smile, and most of the room's males would have happily admitted that she was beautiful when she did so.

"No holding back?"

Hillevi grinned in return as they stepped away from each other.

"No holding back."

The students gaped as Astrid unhooked the axe from her holster and knives slid out from thick sweater-sleeves to rest in Hillevi's palms.

"Sharpshoot! Meatlug!"

Twin flashes of light heralded their arrival, and the Charmeleon roared a battle cry as her companion pawed at the wooden structure, snorting.

"Dewgong! Heracross!"

Once released, the Water/Ice-type roared right back, tail slapping against the platform as her own comrade hovered with an excited buzz, hands flexing into fists.

Professor Lockhart, for one, took quite a few steps back from the stage.

"Ice Shard! Bullet Seed!"

"Flamethrower!"

The three attacks collided in midair, an explosion of steam and smoke, and Meatlug burst through in a Rollout that ended up pinning Heracross against the platform's edge.

Slipping to one side as the axe blade buried itself in wooden boards, Hillevi whipped around to lash out with her prosthetic, and Astrid ducked under the swing, using the handle as a fulcrum to swing both legs out in a scissor kick.

A well-timed-_and purposely weak_-Roar from Meatlug sent her spinning through the air instead, ripping her axe free while Hillevi pressed her advantage, catching movement in a periphery.

"Sharpshoot, Smokescreen!"

The rush of sooty smoke got right into Dewgong's eyes at such close range, and her Aqua Tail smashed into the platform instead of Sharpshoot's head.

Harry was amazed.

Sure, he had seen the Valhallans battle before, but those, he realized, had been mere demonstrations.

Hillevi had always held back, knowing how much stronger her Pokemon tended to be, and Astrid, he had learned, would never hurt her girlfriend and had likely pulled her punches every time.

Now, neither they nor their Pokemon were holding back, and it was beautiful.

Hillevi was all speed and flashing knives, twisting and turning every which way, while Astrid, while no less quick, was stronger and sturdier, redirecting blows with the flat end of her weapon and spinning it around like a baton in graceful, deadly arcs.

None of the Pokemon are idle, either; Dewgong, glowing with the healing effects of Aqua Ring, went after Sharpshoot with a whirlwind of Aqua Tails and Aqua Jets, the Charmeleon gliding around each attack and firing Flamethrowers to redirect her course.

Heracross threw Meatlug off with an Arm Thrust, but was blinded by a Mud-Slap before he could follow up, barely jerking away to avoid being crushed under a Heavy Slam.

_It really is like a dance_, Harry thought, trying to follow everything at once.

Even Draco and his Slytherins could only watch in silence, stunned and perhaps a touch uneasy, as one of Hillevi's knives scored a shallow cut on Astrid's cheek while the blonde's axe barely grazed her shoulder.

"Aqua Jet!"

"Flame Charge follow-up!"

The two Pokemon charged at each other, wreathed in their elements, and collided in a rush of steam that swept harmlessly over the audience to reveal a battered Sharpshoot standing over Dewgong, knocked unconscious by the Brick Break that had struck mere moments after their initial collision.

Neither human lost a beat, still slashing and spinning around each other while shouting orders to their Pokemon.

"Heracross, Close Combat!"

"Protect! Fire Fang!"

The Bug/Flying-type's fists bounced off the glowing dome, and he cried out as Sharpshoot leapt on his back, pinning him with a fiery maw.

Knowing this was her last chance, Astrid tackled her smaller opponent instead of dodging backward, earning a long gash on her upper arm as they both landed in a heap.

The whole world seemed to stop spinning at that moment, the silence only broken by their heavy breathing as Astrid held her axe over the other girl's throat…

And Hillevi pressed one of her knives against the blonde's stomach, in a perfect position to shove it up underneath her ribs.

Their eyes locked, and both breathed out the same words, almost as if they had not seen each other in years.

"I love you."

Almost chuckling, Meatlug lifted Astrid up and onto her feet like a Delcatty with her newborn Skitty, and Hillevi sat upright with Sharpshoot's paw at her back, pressing a hand to her shoulder.

"Amazing!" Professor Flitwick praised, his words breaking a spell that had the whole room cheering instead of staring. "It has been many years since I've seen a battle between Vikings, and you did not disappoint. Don't you agree, Professor Lockhart?"

Said professor was looking a bit pale, rather like Draco did at the moment, but managed a smile.

"Yes, yes, of course! It was rather spectacular!"

Murmuring thanks to each of her Pokemon as she recalled them, Hillevi gave the professors her familiar, lopsided smile.

"Thank you, sir."

"There's still time for one more battle." Astrid noted, stroking Heracross' shell before recalling both her Pokemon.

"A wonderful idea!" Professor Lockhart agreed, latching onto the idea. "Perhaps we should have two students battle this time. The two of us can observe their clash and then review with the rest of the students what they did right and wrong!"

He was already scanning the crowd of frantically waving students as the Valhallans stepped off the platform, heading back to their seats carefully while Hillevi fussed over her girlfriend's bleeding arm.

"Yes, Harry Potter! No need to wave your hand any harder, my boy! Come on up here!"

A rather grumpy-looking Harry passed them on his way to the stage, and both offered him an encouraging smile as they finally sat, Hillevi reclaiming her bag and the medical supplies inside.

"Now then, who would like to take on our dear boy Harry here?"

"If anyone is going to wipe the floor with Potter, it's going to be me!" Draco claimed, marching up to join them.

"Ah, excellent! This will be a wonderful battle. The old Gryffindor/Slytherin rivalry, settled amongst classmates and, might I dare say, friends?"

The boys shared an equally unimpressed look before Professor Flitwick hurried the proceedings along.

"You will each use one Pokemon. Since both of you are beginners, we will keep the battle to just the stage. Your Pokemon may use the stage in any way, shape or form, but cannot leave it. If your opponent knocks them out of the staging area, the match will be paused to allow you to retrieve them. When you are ready."

"Prepare to get schooled, Potter." Draco sneered, grabbing a Poke Ball.

"Whatever, Draco."

"Mind your tongue, Potter! Servine!"

It was the first Hillevi had seen of the Slytherin's-_apparently still snobbish_-starter Pokemon since the year before, and her attitude had only seemed to worsen since then.

"Energy Ball!"

"Eevee!" Harry shouted as he released the Normal-type. "Shadow Ball!"

The attacks collided with a flash of light, cancelling each other out, and Draco put a hand on his hip as Servine glared, as if annoyed that her opponent had not just surrendered.

"Is that the best you can do, Potter? You think a little counter-?"

"Eevee, Quick Attack!"

The quadruped Pokemon dashed across the stage and tackled a startled Servine, who proceeded to fly back and knock into her trainer's legs, sending them both sprawling.

"WHAT THE BLOODY HELL DO YOU THINK-?!" Draco roared, face already going red.

"Sand Attack into a Shadow Ball!"

Eevee, having already been returning to his trainer, dug his paws into the stage and sent bits of wood into the Grass-type's eyes, effectively blinding her as he leapt into Harry's arms.

Thrown back into the air, Eevee fired off another Shadow Ball, which sent Servine and Draco sprawling again, and this only sent his temper flaring.

"Razor Leaf!"

Eyes streaming from the blinding attack, Servine pulled out two leaves and spun them on her fingers in preparation-

"Quick Attack!"

Rolling as he landed and going into a dead run, Eevee spun the other Pokemon around just before the attack was initiated, cutting off a chunk of Draco's hair before falling, utterly spent.

Astrid bit back a laugh as Hillevi paused in wrapping her arm, eyes wide.

Draco, feeling the bald spot on top of his head, lunged as if to wrap his hands around Harry's neck-

"Mister Malfoy!" Professor Flitwick boomed, forcing the boy back to reality. "Calm yourself."

"Potter cheated!" Pansy called out. "He fired off cheap shot after cheap shot!"

"Ha! I guess if anyone knew what a cheap shot was, it'd be a filthy Slytherin!" Ron laughed back.

"Watch your mouth, you-!"

"Enough!" The diminutive professor bellowed, the students instantly going silent. "Ten points from both Gryffindor and Slytherin for such deplorable language and for making baseless accusations."

Turning to his fellow professor, the Head of Ravenclaw House raised a brow.

"Would you care to explain why Miss Parkinson is wrong, or should I?"

"Uh, by all means, you do, sir." Professor Lockhart replied quickly.

Focusing on Draco after a moment, Professor Flitwick almost seemed to sigh.

"Mister Malfoy, would you care to guess what your first mistake was?"

"I made no mistake!" The Slytherin fumed. "Had Potter not attacked me-!"

"And why wouldn't he attack you?" The Poke Ball Crafting professor wondered. "You weren't issuing any attack orders. It was a perfect moment to strike."

Draco stared at the small professor in shock, as if not believing he would question his word.

"It-It was my turn!"

"Mister Draco, what are you talking about? What turns?"

"That's the way a battle goes! I call out an attack, my opponent calls out an attack, then I attack again. That is how a Formal Battle goes."

This time, Professor Flitwick did sigh.

"Could anyone tell me exactly what my instructions were?"

Hermione raised her hand.

"You said, you will each use one Pokemon. Since both of you are beginners, we will keep the battle to just the stage. Your Pokemon may use the stage in any way, shape or form, but cannot leave it. If your opponent knocks them out of the staging area, the match will be paused to allow you to retrieve them. When you are ready."

"Thank you, Miss Granger. Five points to Gryffindor for paying attention. Now then, Mister Malfoy, when did I ever say this was a Formal Battle?"

Draco only stared at him, bewildered, and the former Battle Champion turned to address the whole room.

"There are many different Pokemon Battles. Yes, there are some where it is turn-based, known as Formal Battles, with each trainer taking a turn to call out an attack. But there are also Free Battles, where almost anything can go, the most extreme case having just been demonstrated by our guests."

Hillevi ducked her head with a blush, tying off the bandages, while Astrid smiled, like the Persian that got the cream.

"I am not surprised Mister Potter battled that way, as he is a Gauntlet player and used to having to think on the fly. In the wild, Pokemon will not wait for you to make some grand speech. Once you see your target, you must be ready to go on the attack. Mister Potter saw you distracted and took advantage. Worse, your Servine allowed itself to lower its defenses while waiting for you to call out an attack. Look at Mister Potter's Eevee."

Said Pokemon had returned to Harry's side, crouched and watching Draco, ears twitching attentively.

"A well-trained Pokemon is always alert for danger and ready to act, even if its trainer isn't. Had your Servine acted in the same way, it might have been able to counter Eevee's attack and given you a chance to go on the offensive. Instead, you allowed yourself to be surprised, and that cost you victory."

With that, Professor Flitwick stepped off the stage.

"Fifteen points to Gryffindor for taking advantage of an opponent's mistake, Mister Potter."

"Thank you, sir." Harry replied, recalling his Pokemon.

"Well then." Professor Lockhart voiced, clapping his hands. "Who else would like to try their hand at a battle?"

"I would!" Draco shouted, already tossing out another Poke Ball. "Ekans, Bite attack!"

Hillevi leapt to her feet as the Poison-type flew towards Harry with an open maw, a scream caught in her throat.

_HARRY!_

A strange hissing sound escaped the boy's mouth, and the next moment, Ekans snapped its jaws shut and struck him full in the chest, thankfully without the added threat of venom.

Astrid was already there to catch him with an honestly concerned Lockhart when Harry nearly tumbled off the stage, and the classroom exploded with noise as Gryffindors and Slytherins shouted at each other.

"ENOUGH!"

Even Professor Flitwick, filling his lungs to shout, went quiet as Hillevi stood on the raised wooden platform, dark green eyes flashing as they turned on a gaping Draco.

"You attacked my shield-brother when his back was turned." She stated lowly, fingers flexing as if to retrieve her knives once more. "You tried to _kill him_."

"I-I was only following the rules of our battle-"

"The battle was _over_." The tiny Viking hissed, the Poke Balls around her neck rattling. "You attacked a member of my House with the intent to do harm when he could not defend himself. If we were in Valhalla, it would be well within my rights to end your life right here."

"My-My father would never-!" The Slytherin tried to bluster, pale as a sheet.

"You think I mean Gryffindor?" Hillevi seethed, her rage making the small girl seem immeasurably large. "You attacked a member of my _family_, Draco Malfoy, and I will not let this pass."

Professor Flitwick stepped forward, careful not to irritate the situation further.

"Miss Haddock…"

Taking a deep breath, Hillevi eventually nodded, reining in her anger slowly.

"But I will let Professor Dumbledore decide on your punishment. _This time_."

The look Astrid sent him then was enough to chill anyone's blood, especially after the fierce display both girls had put on, and Draco nodded rapidly.

A scream ripped through the walls from outside, and everyone rushed to the windows, momentarily forgetting the-_rather frightening_-scene at the sight below.

_Lying on the cold grass was the petrified form of Marietta Edgecombe_.


End file.
